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jTRTSH Wit and Humour have so caught the 
if j popular fancy, that no apology is due for the 


issue, in ‘ 1 he Mayfair Library,’ of this collec- 
tion of lyrics, m \shich the amatory, convivial, martial, 
])rcdator>, and philosophical instincts of Irishmen 
have found droll or epigrammatic expression. 

S ) i ompkte a collection of the kind could only 
have he^n made during the last few years, \tithin 
\\hich time copyright m Moore’s and most of Lover’s 
\ ritings has expired 

And I am not only the first in the field in this 
respect but have the further advantage of the permis 
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PREFACE. 


sion to draw upon copyright poems by Sir Samuel 
Ferguson, Mr. William Allingham, Dr. J. F. Waller, 
Mr. T. D. Sullivan, M.P., and Mr. T. C. Irwin, 
leading living representatives of Irish poetry. 

This permission I have freely availed myself of, 
and now gratefully acknowledge to the above-named 
authors. 

THE EDITOR. 


6 Haines Hill, Taunton : 
St. Patrick's Day, 1884. 
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INTRODUCTION. 


ST. PATRICK'S DAY. 


? HE white and the orange, the blue and green, boys. 

We’ll blf*nd them together in concord to-night ; 

The orange most sweet amid green leaves is seen, boys, 

'Fhe loveliest pansy is blue and white. « 

The light of the day, 

As it glides away, 

P,aints with orange the white clouds that float in the west : 
And the billow s that roar 
Round our own island shore 

Lay their green heads to rest on the blue heaven’s bosom, 
Where “sky and sea meet in the distance away ; 

As Nature thus shows us how well she can fuse ’em, 

We’ll l>lend them in love on St. Patrick’s Day. 

II 

The hues of the prism, philosophers say, boys. 

Are nought but the sunlight resolved into parts : 

They’re beauteous, no doubt ; but I think that the ray, boys. 
Unbroken, more lights up and warms our hearts. 




INTRODUCTION. 




Each musical tone, 

Struck one by one. 

Makes melody sweet, it is true, on the ear — 

But let the hand ring 
All at once every string — 

And, oh 1 there is harmony now that is glorious, 

In unison pealing to heaven away ; 

For union is beauty, and strength victorious, 

In hues, tones, or hearts, on St. Patrick's Day. 

Ill 

Those hues in our bosoms be sure to unite, boys : 

Let each Irish heart wear those emblems so true ; 
Be fresh as the green, and be pure as the white, boys. 
Be bright as the orange, sincere as blue. 

I care not a jot 

Be your scarf white or not, 

If you love as a brother each child of the soil ; 

I ask not your creed. 

If you’ll stand in her need 

To the land of your birth in the hour of her dolours. 
The foe of her foes, let them be who they may ; 
Then, ‘Fusion of hearts, and confusion of colours I ' 
Be the Irishman’s toast on St. Patrick’s Day. 


J. F. Waller. 



LOVE SONGS 




IVE MA y ROAM THRO' THIS 
IVORLD. 


T*^7E may roam thro’ this world, like a child at 
a feast, 

Who but sips of a swoet and then flies to the 
rest ; 

And, when ])leasure begins to grow dull in the east, 
We may order our wings, to he off to the west ; 

But if hearts that feel, and eyes that smile, 

Are the dearest gifts that heaven supplies, 

We never need leave our own gteen isle 
For sensitive hearts and for sun-bright eyes. 

Then remember, whenever your goblet is crown’d, 
Thro this world, whether eastward or westward you 
roam. 

When a cup to the smile of dear woman goes round, 
Oh ! remember the smile which adorns her at home. 


4 WE MAY HO AM THHO' THIS WORLD. 


In England the garden of beauty is kept 
By a dn^on of prudery placed within call ; 

But so oft this unamiable dragon has slept, 

That the garden’s but carelessly 'watched after all. 
Oh ! they want the wild sweet-briery fence, 

Which round the flowers of Erin dwells, 

Which warns the touch while winning the sense, 

Nor charms us least when it most repels. 

Then remember, &c. 

In France, when the heart of woman sets sail, 

On the ocean of wedlock its fortune to try, 

Love seldom goes far in a vessel so frail, 

But just pilots her off, and then bids her good-bye ; 
While the daughters of Erin keep the boy, 

Ever smiling beside his faithful oar, 

Through billows of woe, and beams of joy, 

The same as he looked when he left the shore. 

Then remember, &c. 



Moore. 



MILD MABEL KELLY. 


Ti^7 HOE VER the youth who by Heaven’s decree 
Has his happy right hand ’neath that bright 
head of thine, 

’Tis certain that he 
From all sorrow is free 
Till the day of his death, if a life so divine 
Should not raise him in bliss above mortal degree ; 
Mild Mabel-ni- Kelly, bright Coolun of curls, 

All stately and pure as the swan on the lake } 

Her mouth of white teeth as a palace of pearls, 

And the youth of the land are lovesick for her 
sake. 

No strain of the sweetest e’er heard in the land 
'I hat she knows not to sing, in a voice so enchanting 
That the cranes on the strand 
1 all asleep where they stand. 

Oh, for her blooms the rose, and the lily, ne’er wanting 
To shed its mild radiance o’er bosom or hand ; 
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MILD MABEL KELLY. 


The dewy blue blossom that hangs on the spray 
More blue than her eye human eye never saw : 
Deceit never lurked in its beautiful ray, — 

Dear lady, I drink to you, S.aint'i go bragh / 

Carolan. 

( Trans, from the Celtic by 
Sir Samuel Ferguson.) 





THE GIRL I LOVE, 


t HE girl I love is comely, straight, and tall ; 

Down her white neck her auburn tresses fall ; 
Her dress is neat, her carriage light and free : 
Here’s a health to that charming maid, whoe’er she be ! 


The rose’s blush but fades beside her cheek ; 

Her eyes are blue, her forehead pale and meek ; 

Her lips like cherries on a summer tree : 

Here’s a health to the charming maid whoe’er she be 1 

AVhcn I go to the field no youth can lighter bound, 
And I freely pay when the cheerful jug goes round ; 
The barrel is full, but its heart we soon shall see : 
Come, here’s to that charming maid, whoe’er she be ! 
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THE GIRL I LOVE. 


Had I the wealth that props the Saxon’s reign, 

Qr the diamond crown that decks the King of Spain, 
I’d yield them all if she kindly smiled on me : 

Here’s a health to the maid I love, whoe'er she be ! 

Five pounds of gold for each lock of her hair I’d pay. 
And five times five, for my love one hour each day ; 
Her voice is more sweet than the thrush on its own 
green tree : 

Oh, dear one ! I drink a fond deep health to thee ! 

Anon. 

[Tram, by J, J, Callanan.) 





MARY OF TIPPERARY. 


^p^ROM sweet Tipperary, 

See light-hearted Mary : 

Her stej), like a fairy, scarce ruffles the dew. 
As she joyously springs, 

And as joyously sings. 

Disdaining such things as a stocking or shoe ! 

For she goes bare-footed. 

Like Venus or Cupid : 

And who’d be so stupid to put her in silk, 

When the dew-drops bespangle 
Her sweet foot and ankle, 

As she trips otr the lawn 
At the blush of the dawn — 

As she trips o’er the lawn with her full pail of inilk« 


For the dance when arrayed, 

See this bright mountain maid — 



to 


MART OR TIPPSRARY, 


If her hair she would braid with young beauty’s fond 
lure, 

O’er some dear fountain otooping, 

Her dark tresses looping : 

Diana herself ne’er had mirror more pure 1 
How lovely that toilet ! 

Would fashion dare soil it 
With paint or with i)atches— when nature bestows 
A beauty more simple, 

In mirth’s artless dimple, 

Heaven’s light in her eye 
(The soft blue of the sky)— 

Heaven’s light in her eye, and a blush like the rosf? 

Lover. 





LOVE AND REASON. 



Sheridan 




TO LADIES^ EYES. 

t o ladies* eyes around, boy, 

We can’t refuse, we can’t refuse, 

Tho* bright eyes so abound, boy, 

Tis hard to choose, *tis hard to choose. 
For thick as stars that lighten 
Yon airy bow’rs, yon airy bow’rs, 

The countless eyes that brighten 

This earth of ours, this earth of ours. 

But fill the cup — where’er, boy. 

Our choice may fall, our choice may fall. 
We’re sure to find love there, boy. 

So drink them all ! so drink them all ! 

Some looks there are so holy, 

They seem but giv’n, they seem but giv’n 
As splendid beacons, solely 

To light to heav’n, to light to heav’n. 




T& L4DJBS^ eyes. 
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While some— oh I tte^er believe them — 

With tempting ray, with tempting my, 
Would lead us (God forgive them !) 

The other way, the other way. 

But fill the cup — where’er, boy, 

Our choice may fall, our choice may fall, 
We’re sure to find love there, boy, 

So drink them all ! so drink them all ! 

In some, as in a mirror, 

T.ove seems portray’d, love seems portray’d, 
But shun the flattering error, 

Tis but his shade, ’tis but his shade. 
Himself has fix’d his dwelling 

In eyes we know', in eyes we know, 

^nd lips — but this is telling — 

So here thc> go ! so here they go ! 

Fill up, fill up — where'er, boy, 

Oui choice may fall, our choice may fall, 
Wc’rc sure to find love there, boy. 

So drink them all ! so drink them all 1 


Moore. 



KITTY OF COLERAINE. 

S beautiful Kitty one morning was tripping 
With a pitcher of milk for the fair of Cole- 
raine, 

When she saw me she stumbled, the pitcher down 
tumbled. 

And all the sweet buttermilk watered the plain. 

‘ Oh, what shall I do now ! ’twas looking at you 
now. 

Pm sure such a pitcher I'll ne'er see again. 

'Twas the pride of my dairy — oh, Barney McCleary, 
You're sent as a plague to the girls of Coleraine,' 

I sat down beside her, and gently did chide her 
That such a misfortune should give her such pain ; 
A kiss then I gave her, and before I did leave her 
She vowed for such pleasure she'd break it again 


KITTY tOLlUmK 


ts 


Twas the haymaking season— I can’t tell the reason, 
Misfortunes will never come sihj^e, ’tis pHun, 

For very soon after poor Kitty’s disaster, 

The devil a pitcher was whole in Coleraine. 

Anon 




LESBIA HATH A BEAMING EYE, 


ESBIA hath a beaming eye, 

^ But no one knows for whom it beameth ; 
Right and left its arrows fly, 

But what they aim at no one dreameth. 
Sweeter ^tis to gaze upon 

My Nora’s lid that seldom rises ; 

Few its looks, but every one, 

Like unexpected light, surprises ^ 

Ohf my Nora Creina, dear * 

My gentle, bashful Nora Crema * 

Beauty lies 
In many eyes. 

But love in yours, my Nora Creina * 


Lesbia wears a robe of gold, 

But all so close the nymph hath lac’d it, 
Not a charm of beauty’s mould 

Presumes to stay where nature plac’d it. 





LESBIA HATH A BEAMING EYE. ^ 
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Oh ! my Nora’s gown for me, 

That floats as wild as mountain breezes, 
Leaving every beauty free 
To sink or swell as Heaven pleases I 
Yes, my Nora Creina, dear ! 

My simple, graceful Nora Creina ! 

Nature’s dress 
Is loveliness — 

The dress wear, my Nora Creina. 

Lesbia hath a wit refin’d, 
lint when its points are gleaming round us, 
can tell if they’re design’d 
To daz/lc merely, or to wound us? 

Pillow’d on my Nora’s heart, 

In safer slumber Love reposes — 

Bed of peace ’ whose roughest i)art 
Is but the ( rumpling of the roses. 

Oh, my Nora Creina, dear ! , 

My mild, my artless Nora C’reina ! 

Wit, tho’ bright, 

Hath not the light 

That warms your eyes, my Nora Creina. 


Mooke. 



77//: /iOVS OF KILKENNY. 



IJ, tlic 1)0)^ of Kilkenny aic natc roving blades, 
And N\licnc\ci the) meet with the nice little 
inai'ls, 


'I’hey kiss them .ind (o.ivthein and spend theii money 
tree ! 


Oh, of all IIk towns in lieland, Kilkenny for me I 


Thioiigh the town oi Kilkenin there runs a clear 
stream, 

In the town of Kilkenny there lives a fair dame: 

Her cheeks are hkt n^ses, and her lij)s much the 
same. 

Or a dish of iipe >liawl>erMes Miiolhered in cream. 


Her eyes areas hlaik as Kilkenny’s famed coal, 

And 'lis they ihiough in) pour heart have burned a 
big hole ; 



THE BOYS OF KILKENNY. 
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Her mind, like its river, is deep, cle&r, and pure, 

And her heart is more hard than its marble, I’m sure* 

Oh, Kilkenny’s a fine town, that shines where it 
stands. 

And the more I think on it the more my heart warms : 
If I was in Kilkenny I’d feel quite at home, 

For it’s there I’d get sweethearts, but here I get none. 

Anon. 






SONG. 


Nl'VKR < ould any lustre see 

In e)es that would nut look on me \ 
I nc’ti saw nedar on a lij), 

J»ul III) <A\n did hope to sij/ 

II. IS iliL ituud who seeks in) hcait 
('liccVs ot lose*, iintoiuhed l)y art? 

I will own the colour true, 

When )ielding hlushcs aid their hue. 

Is lieT hand so *;oft and pure? 

I must jiress it, to he sure ; 

Not can I i)e certain then, 

Till it, j^iateful press again. 

Must I, with atlenlne e)e, 

Watch lu T heaMiig bosom sigh? 

1 will do so, when I see 

ihat heaving bosom sigh for me. 


Sheridan. 


YOUGIIALl H'iRfiOUR 


O NK Siinda> morning into \'oughall walking* 

I met a iiuidcn upon the ^uly, 

Tier little mouth sweet fairy music, 

Her soft cheeks blushing like da^^n of day. 

I l.ud a bold hand upon her bosom, 

And ask’d a kiss , but she answered, * No : 
bail bii, be gentle, do not tear my mantle ; 
n IS none in Enn m) grief can know% 

‘*'ris but a little hour since I left Youghall, 

\nd my love forbade me to return ; 

And now my weary way I wander 
Into Cappoquin, a ix)or girl forlorn. 

'Fhcn do not tempt me ; for, alas ’ I dread them 
Who with tempting proffers teach girls to roam, 
Who’d first deceive us, then, faithless, leave us, 
And send us shamefaced and barefoot home.’ 
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YOUGHALl UARBOVR. 


' My heart and hand here ! I mean you maniage ; 

I have loved like you and known love’s pain ; 
If you turn l)ack now to Youghall Harbour 
You ne’er shall want house or home again. 
You shall have a lace cap like any lady, 

Cloak and capuchin, too, to keep you warm. 
And, if ('lod please, maybe, a little baby 
By-and by to nestle within your arm.’ 

Anon. 

(Tfaus^ftom the Celtic by 
Str Samuel Fe^nium,) 




THE BRIGHT 1 1 TTLE GIRL 


I T’R blue eyes they hcnin and the\ twinkle, 
Her lips ha\e nu<U stnilmu more fair ; 
On (lietk and on 1mm there s no >^nnkle, 
lUit thousands of (urK m her hair 

She’s little,— ^ oil don’t \Msh her taller. 

Just lull through the leen‘> is her a^^e , 
And hall) or lad) to (all her, 

Were something to puzzle a sage * 

Her walk is fai better than dancing ; 

She sjieaks as another might sing ; 

And all by an innocent chancing, 

lake lambkins and birds in the spring. 

Unskiird m the airs of the city, 

She’s perfect in natural grace \ 



TS 


THE BRIGHT LITTLE GIRL 


She’s gentle and truthful and witty, 

And ne’er si)cnds a thought on her fac^— 

Her face, with the fine glow that’s in it, 

As fresh as an apiile-trcc bloom ; 

And oh ’ when she romes, in a minute, 
bike sunbeams she brightens the room. 

As taking in mind and in feature. 

How many wit! sigh for her sake I 

I wonder- -the sweet little erealure— 

What sort of a wife she would make. 

W. Aiiincii.sm. 


\ / 
^ I . 

4 * 



MOLLY CAAEir. 


0 ('H lione ! and whal will I do? 

Sure niv lo\e is all rrost 
Like a bud in l!)e frost, 

And there’s no use at all in iny going to bed ; 

1 <^r tlhramcs and not sleep ronics into my head 
And *tis ail al><)ut you, 

M) sweet Molly (’arew — 

And indeed ’tis a sin and a shame : 

You’re coniplater than Nature 
In ever) feature, 

'File snow^ can’t compare 
With your forehead so fair, 

And I rather w'ould see just one blink of your eye 
'Fhan the j)unicst star that shines out of the sky— 
And by this and by that. 

For the matter o* that, 

You’re more distant by far than that same ! 

Och hone ! wirrasthrue ! 

I’m alone in this world without you. 
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MOLLY CAHEW. 


Och hone ! but why should I spake 
Of your forehead and eyes, 

When your nose it defies 

Paddy Blake, the schoolmaster, to put it in rhyme ? 
Tho* there’s one Burke, he says, that would call it 
snublimc. 

And then for your cheek ! 

'rhrolh, 'twould take him a week 
Its beauties to tell as he’d rather. 

I'hen your li})S ! oh Machree ! 

In their beautiful glow 
They a patthem might be 
For the c hemes to grow. 

’'Fwas an ai)ple that tempted our mother, we know — 
For ajiples were 1 sup])osc, long ago ; 

bill at this time o’ day, 

'Pon my ron^c ienre, I’ll say 
Such rhemes might tempi a man’s fathei ’ 

Oih hone ’ \Mrraslhruc ! 

I’m ah'^ne in this >Norld \\ithout you. 

(3ch hone ! by the man in the moon, 

You iaze me all ways 
'Fhal a woman can pla/e, 

For you dance twice as high with that thief Pat 
Magee, 

As when you take share of a jig, dear, with me, 


MOLLY CARBW. 


a? 


Tho’ the piper I bate, 

For fear the owld chate 
Wouldn't play you your favourite tune ; 

And when you're at mass 
My devotion you crass, 

For 'tis thinking of you 
I am, Molly Carew ; 

While you wear, on purpose, a bonnet so deep. 

That I can t at your sweet purt) face get a peep : 

Oh, lave off that bonnet. 

Or else I'll lave on it 
The loss of my wandhciin’ sowl I 
Och hone * wirrasthruc ! 

Och hone ' like an owl, 

Day is night, dear, to me, without you 1 

Och hone ! don't provoke me to do it ; 

I’or theie’s girls by the score 
I'hat love me - and more , 

And you’d look very quarc if some morning you'd 
meet 

My weddin' all marchm’ in pride down the sthreet ; 
Throth, you’d open your eyes. 

And you’d die w'ith surprise, 

To think 'twasn’t you was come to it ? 

And, faith, Katty Naile, 

And her cow, I go bail. 


a MOLLY CAREW. 


Would jump if I’d say 
‘ Katty Nailc, name the day.’ 

And tho’ you’re fair and fresh as a morning in May, 
While she’s short and dark like a cowld winthcr’s day, 
Yet if you don’t repent 
, Before Easther, whcr\ Lent 
Is over I'll marry for spite ; 

Och hone ! wirrasthruc ! 

And when 1 die for you, 

My ghost will haunt you every night. 

Lover. 



THE TlAfE I^VE LOST IN IVOOING 


'TpHE tiniL IVc lost »n uooing, 

7 Ij In watching and pursuing 
'I he light that lies 
In wtvman’s eyes 
Has been my heart’s undoing. 

1 ho’ W isdoni oft has sought me, 

I s( orn’d the love she brought me, 
Mv only books 
^^clc >^oman’s looks, 

And foil) all the) taught me. 


Her smile v\hen Ileauty granted, 
I hung Hith ga/c enchanted, 
Like him, the Sjiritc, 
Whom maids by night 
Oft meet in glen that’s haunted. 



30 THE TIME rVE LOST IN WOOING. 


Like him, too, Beauty won me ; 
But while her eyes were on me, 
If once their ray 
Was turn^ away, 

Oh ! winds could not outrun me. 

And arc those follies going ? 

And is my proud heart growing 
Too cold, or w'ise. 

For brilliant eyes 
Again to set it glowing ? 

No— vain, alas ! th’ endeavour 
From bonds so sweet to sever — 
Poor Wisdom’s chance 
Against a glance 
Is now as weak as ever ! 


Moore. 




PASTIIEEN FINN. 



H, my fiiir Pnslhcen is my heart’s delight, 

Her gay heart laugh* in her blue e ye bright; 
Like the ai>plo-l)lossom her busoiu white, 


Ami h.er neck like the swan’s cm a March morn bright. 


'I'hen ( Iro, « oine with me, ( ome with me, cor^'e with 


me, 

O^o, come with me, brown girl sweet ! 

And oh ! I would go through snow and sleet, 
li )ou would (onie with me, my brown girl sweet ! 


Love of my heart, my fair Paslhcen ! 

Her ( lieeks are red as the rose’s sheen ; 

Put my li[)s have tasted no more, I ween, 

"I’han the glass I drank to the health oi my queen. 
'J'hen Oro, i^c. 


Anon. 

( Tram, from the Celtic by 
Sir Samuel Ferguson 





SONG. 



IVE Isaac the n^inph who no beauty can 
Ihil health and good huinoin to make lier his 


toast ; 

If slraigl\t, I don't mind whelhei slender or fat, 
And si\ leel oi lour — we'll ne'er ijuariel for that. 


VVhale’er her complevion, 1 vow I don’t care : 

If brown, it is lasting more i)leasing, if fair ; 
And tlioiigli in lar face I no dimples should see, 
Lei hei smile — and eac h dell i^ a dimple to me. 


Let her lock- be the leddest that e\er were seen, 
And her e\es mas be e'en an) eoloui but green ; 
For in eyes, though .so various llie lustre and hue, 
1 swTar I’ve no choice- only let her have two. 



SOtfG. 
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Tis true I’d dispense with a throne on her back ; 
And white teeth, I owh, are genteeier than bladt ; 
A little round chin, too, ’s a beauty. I’ve heard . 
Hut I onl\ desire she mayn’t have a beard. 


Shfridan. 



THE ROSE OF KENMARE. 

jTi ^VE been soft in a small wa> 

/jL On the girlccns of (Ial^^a>, 

And the Limerick lasses have made me feel cjuarc ; 
But there’s no use den) in’ 

No girl I’ve set e)c on 

Could compate ivid Rose Ryan of the town of Kcnmarc 
Oh, where 

Can her like be found 
N ow here, 

'Fhe country round, 

Spins at her wheel 

1 )aughter as true, 

Sets in the reel, 

Wid a slide of the shoe, 

A slindcrcr, 

'I'lndercr, 

Purtier, 

Colleen than you, 

Rose, aroo ^ 


THE ROSE OF KEHMARB. 
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Her hair mocks the sunshine, 

And the soft silver moonshine 
1 lor white arm and bosom com])lctely eclipse ; 

Whilst the nose of the jewel 
Slants straight as Cam Tual 
I'rom the heaven in her eye to her heather-sweet lips. 
Oh, where, &c. 

Did your eyes ever follow 
The wings of the swallow, 

Here and there, light as air, o’er the meadow’- field 
glance ? 

For, if not, you’ve no notion 
Of the exquisite motion 
her sweet little feet as they dart in the dance, 

Oh, w here, iVc. 

If y’ en<iuire w'hy the nightingale 
Still shuns the invitin' gale 
That w’afts every song-bird but her to the West, 

Faix, she know’s, I suppose, 

Ould Kenmare has a rose 
That would sing any Bulbul to sleep in her nest. 

Oh, w’herc, &c. 

When her voice gives the warnin’ 

For the milkin’ in the momin*, 

Ev’n the cow known for hornin’ comes runnin’ to her 



36 


THE ROSE OR KEKMARE, 


The lambs play about her 

And the small bonneens ' snout her, 

\V hilst their parints salute her wid a twisht of the tail. 
Oh, where, &c. 

W'hcn at noon from our labour 
We draw neighbour wid neighiwur 
From the heal of the sun to the shilter of the tree, 
Wid spuds* flesh from the bilin’ 

And new milk >011 come smilin’, 

All the bo)s’ hearts beguilin’, Alanna machree ' 

Oh, ^^hcre, . 

But there’s one s\Nceter hour, 

W hen the hot (lav is o'er, 

And we lest at the dooi wid the bright moon above, 
And she siltin’ m the middle, 

When she's guessed Larrv’s riddle, 

Cries, ‘Now for 5 our fiddle, ni) love, m) love.’ 

Oh, where, iVc. 


' * Uonni’cns,' " ‘ Spuds,’ poialfH?*;. 

’ * Alinin uiKlmi,’ mv h* art’s druling. 




SONG. 


'^HOUCiH cause for suspicion api>ears, 

7 Yet proofs of her love, too, are strong ; 

I'm a wretch if I’m right in my fears, 

And unworthy of bliss if Tm wrong. 

'^’hat heart-breaking torments from jealousy flow’, 
Ah ! none but the jealous — the jealous can know ! 


When ble&t with the smiles of my fair, 

I know not how much I adore : 

'rhose smiles let another but share. 

And I wonder I prized them no more ! 

I'hen whence can 1 hojic a relief from my woe, 
^Vhen the falser she seems, still the fonder I grow ! 


Shkridan. 





NAJVCY, THE PRIDE OF THE WEST 

W K have dark lovely looks (>n the shores where 
^ the Spanish 

From their gay ships <'amc gallantly forth, 

And llie sweet shrinking violets stioner will vanish 
'Fhan modest lilue eyes from our north ; 

But oh ! if the fairest of fair-daughtered Erin 
(lathered round at her golden reejuest, 

There’s nut one of them all that she’d think w'orth 
comparing 

With Nancy, the pride of the west. 

You’d suspect h<.r the statue tlie (Ircek fell in love 
Nsith, 

If you c hanced on her musing alone, 

Or some goddess great Jove was offended above with, 
And chilled to a sculpture of stone ; 




NANCY, THE PEWE OF TffE lYEST. 39 


But you*d think her no colourless, classical statue, 
^\^len she turned from her pensive repose, 

With her glowing grey eyes glancing timidly at you, 
And the blush of a beautiful rose. 

Have you heard Nancy sigh ? then you’ve caught the 
bad echo 

1'roin the wind-harp enchantingly borne. 

Have you heard the girl laugh ? then you’ve heard the 
first cuckoo 

Chant summer’s delightful return. 

And the songs that poor ignorant country-folk fancy, 
The lark’s liquid raptures on high, 

Are just old Irish airs from the sweet lips of Nancy, 
Flowing up and refreshing the sky. 

And though her foot dances so soft from the heather 
'I'o the dew- twinkling tussocks of grass, 

It but warns the bright drops to slip closer together 
To image the exquisite lass ; 

We’ve no men left among us, so lost to emotion, 

Or scornful, or cold to her sex, 

\\*ho’d resist her, if Nancy once look up the notion 
To set that soft foot on their necks. 

Yet, for all that the bee flies for honey-dew fragrant 
To the half-opened flower of her lips ; 
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And the butterfly pauses, the purple-eyed vagrant, 
To play with her pink finger-tips ; 

From all human lovers she locks up the treasure 
A thousand arc starving to taste, 

And the fairies alone know the magical measure 
Of the ravishing round of her waist. 




TflE I.OlV^IiACKED CAR 


W HEN first I saw sweet Pegg^s 
’I'was on a market day, 

A low-backed car she drove, and sat 
U])<)n a truss of hay. 

And when the liay was blooming grass 
\n(l decked with flowers of spring, 

No Hower was there that < ould conij>are 
NN ith the filooming girl 1 sing. 

As she sat in her low -backed car, 

'l*he man at the turnpike bar 
Never asked for the toll, 

But just rubbed his ould ])oll, 

And looked after the low- backed car. 

In battle’s wild commotion, 

'I'he proud and mighty Mars 
With hostile scythes demands his tithes 
Of death — in warlike cars * 




THE lOW-BACKED CAR. 


While Peggy, i>eaceful goddess, 

Has darts in her right eye, 

That knock men down in the market-town 
As right and left they fly — 

While she sits in her low-backed car, 

Than battle more dangerous far, 

For the doctor’s art 
Cannot cure the heart 
That is hit from that low-backed car. 


Sweet Fcgg> round her car, sir, 

Has strings of ducks and geese, 

But the scores of hearts she slaughters 
By far outnumbci these ; 

While she among her poultr) sits 
Just like a tiink-du\e, 

Well vsunh the cage, 1 do engage. 

Of the blooming god of love ! 

While she sits in the low hacked car, 

I let lo\e]s i ome near and far. 

And en\> the chicken 
'i'hat Bcgg> IS pit km' 

As she sits in the low backed car. 

Oh, Fd rather own that car, sir, 

With l’egg>' by my side, 



THE LOW.BACKED CAR. 
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Than a coach-and-four and gold galore,' 

And a lady for my bride. 

For the lady would sit fornenst * me 
On a cushion made with taste, 

And Peggy would sit beside me 
With my arm around her waist — 

While we drove in the low-backed car 
To be manied by Father Maher. 

Oh, my heart would beat high 
.At her glance and her sigh, 

'I'hough it beat in a low-l)acked car ! 

1 .OVER. 


' ‘ in pkiii;. * •rttrncnNl,’ in fnml of. 







DRINK TO HER. 


T^S RINK to her who long 

Hath wak’d the i>oet‘s sigh, 
^rhe girl who gave to song 
\\'hat gold could never buy. 
Oh ! woman’s heart was made 
Tor minsirtl hands alone : 

1’) other fingers play’d^ 

It \icl(K not half the lone. 

Then here s to her who long 
Hath \^ak’ll the j>oet’s sigh, 

'I’he girl who ga^e to song 
^\'hal gold lould iK\er bu) ! 


At lJeniil)'s dooi ot glas>. 

W hen \\ calth and W it once stood, 
'rhey ask’d her, * IVhich might pass? 
She answered, ‘ He who could.' 



DRINK TO HER. 




With golden key Wealth thought 
To pass — but ’twould yot do : 

While Wit a diamond brought 
Which cut his bright way through. 
So here's, &r. 

The love that seeks a home 

Where wealth or grandeur shines, 

Is like the gloomy gnome, 

'I'hat dwells in dark gold mines. 

Ilut oh ! the poet’s love 
Can boast a brighter sphere ; 

Its native home’s above, 

Tho’ woman keej)s it here ! 

'rhen drink to her, &rc. 


MooRr.. 




RORY O^MORE. 

¥ OUN(i Rory O’Morc courted Kathleen Bawn : 
lie was bold as the hawk, she soft as the dawn : 
lie wished in his heart pretty Kathleen to 
l)leasc, 

And he thought the best way to do that was to tease. 

Now, Rory, be ais),’ sweet Kathleen would cry, 
Reprool on her lip, but a smile in her eye ; 

‘With your tricks I don't know, m troth, what I’m 
about, 

Faith, you’ve leased till I’ve put on my cloak inside 
out ’ ’ 

‘ Ooh, jewel,’ says Rory, ‘that same is the way 
Vou’\e thraled ni) heart this many a day: 

And tis plascd that 1 am and why not, to be sure ? 
For it’s all for good luck,’ says bold Rory O’Morc. 


‘ Indeed, then,’ says Kathleen, ‘don’t think of the like, 
For I half gave a promise to soothering Mike, 


RORY O^MORE, 


*! 

For the ground that I walk on, loves, III be 
bound.' 

•laith,’ says Rory, ‘I'd rather love you than the 
ground’ 

* Now, Rory, I’ll cry if you don’t let me go ; 

Sure, I dhrames evcr>^ night that I’m hating ydu so.’ 

‘ Och, says Rory, * that same I’m delighted to hear ; 

I'or dhrames always go by contrhries, my dear. 

So, jewel, keep dhramin* that same till you die, 

And bright morning will give dirty night the black 
lie ; 

And ’tis pleased that I am — and why not, to he sure? 

Since ’tis all for good luck,* says bold Rory O’Morc. 

‘Airah, Kathleen, my darlint, you’ve tazcd me 
enough, 

^urc, r\c thrashed, for your sake, Dinny Clrimcs and 
Jim Duff, 

And I’ve made myself drinking your health quite a 
baste, 

So I think after that I may talk to the priest’ 

rhen Rory, the rogue, stole his arm round her neck, 

So soft and so white without freckle or s|)eck ; 

And he looked in her eyes that were beaming wnth 
light, 

And he kissed her sweet lips. Don’t you think he 
was right ? 



RORY O'MQRE. 


‘Now, Rorj’, leave off, iir, youll hug me no more, 
That’s eight times to-day you have kissed me before.’ 
* Then here goes another,’ .says he, ‘to make sure ; 
For there’s luck in odd numbers,’ .says Rory O’Morc. 

Lover. 


h 








TJIL YOUXG MAY MOON. 


>()ung May moon is beaming, love, 

\ The glo>v->\orin\ lani|) is gleaming, love— 
H(n^ swctl to ro\c 
I h rough Morna s grovL, 

U HiIl ihc drousv N\orJd n dreaming, love ’ 

IIku awake — the heavens look Inight, my dear, 
I never loo 1 Ue for delight, iny dear, 

\nd tile best of all viays 
1 o lengthen our days 

Is to steal a few hours from the night, my dear ’ 

Now all the world is sletjung, love, 

liut the bage, his star watch keejiing, love — 

\nd I, whose star, 

More glorious far. 

Is the eye from that cabement |)ec|>mg, love ’ 



so YOUNQ MAY MOON, 

. 4. * 1*. 

4^Then, awake !->tilI rise of sun, my dear, 

The Sage’s glass we’ll shun, my dear. 

Or in watching the flight 
Of bodies of light, 

He might hapiien to take thee for one, my dear. 

Mookk. 



LOVELY ALAEV /WXNELLV 


Q H, lovely Mary Donnelly, it’s you I love the 
best ; 

If fifty girls were round )()u, I'd hardly see 
the rest : 

ft 'nIi.iI It ina) the time o' da), the place be where it 
will/ 

>weei looks of Mary Donnelly, the> bloom lK:fore me 
still. 

Her eves like mountain water that's flowing on a rock, 
I low clear they are, how dark they are ! and they give 
me many a shock : 

Ked rowans warm in sunshine and wetted with a 
shower 

Could ne'er express the charming lii» that has me in 
its jHJwer. 



$2 WVELY MARY DONNELLY. 

fler nose is straight and handsome, her eyebrows 
lifted up \ 

Her chin is very neat and pert, and smooth like a 
china cu]) ; 

Her hair’s the brag of Ireland, so weighty and so fine; 

It’s rolling down upon her neck, and gathered in a 
twine. 

The dance o’ last Whit- Monday night exceeded all 
before : 

No pretty girl for miles about was missing from the 
floor ; 

13ut Mary kept the bell of love, and oh, but she was 

She danced a jig, she sung a song, that took my heart 
away. 

When she stood uj) for dancing, her steps were so 
complete, 

'I'he music ncaily killed itself to listen to her feet ; 

The fiddler moaned his blindness, he heard her so 
much jiraised , 

But tilessed himself he wasn't deaf when once her 
voice she raised. 

And e\ermore I’m whistling or lilting what you sung, 

Your smile is always in my heart, your name beside 
my tongue : 



LOVELY MAEY DONjl^ELLY. 


53 


But youVe as many sweethearts as you’d count on 
both your hands, 

And for myself there’s not a thumb or little finger 
stands. 

Oh, you’re the flower o’ womankind in country or in 
town ! 

rhe higher I exalt you, the lower I’m cast down. 

If some great lord should come this way, and see 
your beauty bright, 

And you to be his lady I’d own it was but right. 

Oh, might wc live together in a lofty jialare hall, 

\Micre joyful music rises, and where scarlet curtains 
fall ! 

Oh, might w’c live together in a cottage mean and 
small, 

With sods of grass the only roof, and mud the only 
w'all ! 

Oh, lovely Mary Donnell), )our beauty’s niy distress ! 

It’s far too beauteous to be mine, but I’ll never wish 
it less ; 

I'he ]jroudest place w'ould fit your face, and I am poor 
and low' ; 

But blessings be about you, dear, wherever you may go. 


Allingham. 




SONG. 

bard, O Time, discover, 

V V With Agings first made thee move ? 
Ah ’ sure It >\as some lover 
Who ne’er had left his love ’ 
for who that once did piove 
The ])angs whuli absence brings, 
'Fhough l)ut one da> 

He weie aw a) , 

( 'oiild picture thee with wings^ 

\\ hat bard, \c 


Sill UIDW. 



LONESOME LOVERS. 


IN KERRY. 




CHONE ! Patrick Blake, 

You’re off up to Dublin, 

And, sure, for your sake. 

I’m the terrible trouble in ; 

^)r I thought that I knew 
What my * Yes ’ and my * No ’ meant,’ 
'ill I tried it on you 
'I'hat misfortuiiate moment. 

But somehow I find, 

Since I sent Pat away, 

Must be, in my mind, 

I was wishful he'd stay. 


While ago the young rogue 
Came and softly stooped over, 
And gave me a pogm 

As I stretched in the clover : 


5 * 


LOHESOME LOVERS. 


How I boxed his two ears 
And axed him ' How dare he ? ’ 
Now I’d let him for years — 

Tis the way women vary. 

For somehow, &c. 

Oh, why wouldn’t he wait 
To put his comether 
Upon me complate. 

When we both were together ? 
But no ! Patrick, no ; 

You.mubt have me consentin’ 
Too early ; and so 

Kitty’s late for repentin’. 

For somehow, &c. 
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IN DUnLIN. 


^ H ! Kitty O’Hea, 

Pm the terrible trouble in, 

F'or you’re at Rossbeigh 
And myself is in Dublin — 

Through mistaking, bedad ! 

Your blushes, and that trick 
Of sighing you had, 

Showed a softness for Patrick. 

And yet from my mind 
A voice seems to speak : 

* do back, and you’ll find 

That she’s fond of you, Blake ! ’ 


Oh ! Dublin is grand, 

As all must acknowledge, 
Wid the bank on one hand, 
On the other the college. 
I’d be proud to be mayor 
Of so splendid a city ; 

But I’d far sooner share 
A cabin wid Kitty. 
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And I may so some day, 

For the voice in my mind 
Keeps seeming to say : 

‘ After all, shell be kind.’ 

Oh ! Dublin is fine, 

Wid her ships on the river, 

And her iligant line 
Of bridges for ever. 

But, Kitty, my dear, 

I’d exchange them this minute 
h'or our small little i)icr. 

And my boat, and you in it. 

And 1 may, cSrc. 

Here youVe beautiful squares 
I^or all to be gay in, 

Promenading in pairs 

Wid the band music playing ; 
lUit if rd my choice, 

Where our green hollies glisten, 
'Vo Kitty’.s sweet voice 
I’d much ratlier listen. 

And I may, i^'c. 

Here’s a wonderful park, 

Where llie wild beasts are feedin’, 



LONESOME LOVERS. 


For the world like Noah*s Ark 
Or the Garden of Eden ! 

But, faix ! of the two, 

I’d rather be sittin’ 

Manoeuv’ring, aroo, 

^Vid your comical kitten. 

And I may, &-c. 

Yes, Dublin’s a queen, 

Wid her gardens and waters, 

And her buildings between, 

For her sons and her daughters 
In learning so great. 

So lovely and witty : 

But she i^n’t complete 
At all without Kitty. 

And that voice in my mind — 

‘ ( wo back to the South ! ^ — 

So I will, then, and find 

W'hat you mean from her mouth. 






THR NIGHT DANCE, 

TRIKE the gay harp ! see, the moon is on high, 
And, as true to her beam as the tides of the 
ocean. 

Young hearts, wlien they feel the soft light of her eye. 
Obey the mute call and heave into motion. 

Then, sound notes — the gayest, the lightest. 

That ever took wing, when heav’n look’d brightest 1 
Again ! Again ! 

Oh ! could such heart -stirring music be heard 
In that city of statues described by romancers, 

So wakening its si)ell, even stone would be stirr’d. 
And statues themselves all start into dancers ! 

Why, then, delay with such sounds in our ears. 

And the flower of Beauty’s owm garden before us ; 
While stars overhead leave the song of their spheres, 
And, list’ning to ours, hang wondering o’er us ? 



THE NIGHT DANCE. 
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Again, that strain !— to hear it thus sounding 
Might set even Death’s cold pulse bounding ! 

Again ! Again ! 

Oh ' what a bliss when the youthful and gay, 

Each with eye like sunbeam and foot like a feather, 
As dance the young hours to the music of May, 

'I'hus mingle sweet song and sunshine together ! 

Moorl. 





FL Y NOT YET 

S LY not yet, ’tis just the houf 

When pleasufe, like the midnight flower 
That scorns the eye of vulgar light, 

Begins to bloom for sons of night, 

And maids who love the moon. 

’'Pwas ])ut to bless these hours of shade 
'J'hat beauty and the moon were made ; 

’Tis then their soft attractions glowing 
Set the tides and goblets flowing. 

Oh ! stay — oh ! stay : 

Joy so seldom weaves a chain 
Like this to-night, that, oh ! ’tis pain 
To break its links so soon. 

Fly not yet, the fount that play’d 
In times of old to Ammon’s shade, 

Though icy cold by day it ran, 

Yet still, like souls of mirth, began 
To burn wflien night was near. 



/TLV NOT YET 


And thus should woman’s hearts and looks 
At noon be cold as winter brooks, 

Nor kindle till the night, returning, 

* Brings their genial hour for burning. 

Oh ! stay— oh ’ sta> : 

When did morning ever break, 

And find such beaming eyes awake 
As those that sparkle here ’ 


Moore. 



TM NOT MYSELF AT ALE 



H, Till not at all, 

Moll) deal, Moll) dear, 
I in not 111 ) Self at all. 


Nothin’ tarin’, nothin’ knowin’, 


’ I IS afther )ou 1 m goin , 

1 aith, )oiir shadow tis I m ^.rowin’, 
Molly dear, 

And I’m not myself at all * 

Th’ other day I went confcssin’, 

\nd I ask d the father s blessin’ , 


* But,* sa)s I, ‘don’t gi\e me one intirel), 
tor 1 fretted so last )car 
But the half o’ me is here, 

So give the other half to Molly BneHy.’ 
Oh * I’m not m)self at all ’ 




/W NOT MYSELP AT ALL. 




Oh, I’fi not myself at all, 

Molly dear, Molly dear, 

My appetite’s so small — 

I once could pick a goose ; 

But my buttons is no use, 

Faith, my tightest coat is loose, 

Molly dear. 

And I’m not myself at all ! 

If thus it is I waste, 

You’d betther, dear, make haste. 

Before your lover’s gone away intirely ; 

If you don’t soon change your mind, 

Not a bit of me you’ll find — 

And >\hat ’ud you think’ o’ that, Molly Brierly? — 
Oh, I’m not myself at all ! 

Oh, my shadow on the wall, 

Molly dear, Molly dear, 

Isn’t like myself at all. 

For I’ve got so very thin, 

Myself says ’tisn’t him. 

But that purty girl so slim, 

Molly dear, 

And I’m not myself at all 1 
If thus I smaller grew. 

All fretting, dear, for you, 

’I'ls you should make me up the deficiency 

r 



rM NOT MYSBLP AT ALL. 


So just let Father Taaff 
Make you my betther half, 

And you will not the worse for the addition be- 
Oh, Tin not myself at all ! 

I'll be not myself at all, 

Molly dear, Molly dear 
Till you my own I call ! 

Since a change o'er me there came 
Sure you might change your name — 

And 'twould just come to the same, 

Molly dear, 

'Twould just come to the same : 

For if )ou and I were one, 

All confusion would lie gone, 

And 'twould simplif) the matther intirely ; 

And 'twould sa\c us so much bother, 

A\hcn we’d both be one another — 

So listen now to rajson, Molly Bnerly ; 

Oh, I’m not myself at all ’ 


Lovlr. 



MOLLEEN OGE. 


& OLLEEN oge, my Molleen oge, 
Go put on your natest brogue, 
nd slip into your smartest gown, 
You rosy little rogue ; 

I’or a message kind I bear 
To yourself from ould Adair, 

That Pat the piper’s come around. 

And there’ll be dancin’ there. 

Oh, my Molleen, 

Oh, my colleen, 

We’ll dance to Pat, 

And after that 
Collogue upon one chair. 


Molleen, dear, I’d not presume, 
To encroach into your room, 

But I’d forgot a fairin’ 

I’d brought you from Macroom ; 
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MOLLEEN OGE. 


So open, and I swear 

Not one peep upon you — there ! 

’Tis a silver net to gather 

At the glass your golden hair. 

Oh, my Molleen, &c. 

Molleen pet — my Molleen pet, 

Faix, Tm fairly in a fret 
At the time youVe tittivatin\ 

MOLLEEN, aren’t you ready yet? 
Now net, and gown, and brogue, 

Are you sure you’re quite the vogue ? 
But, bedad, you look so lovely, 
ni forgive you, Molleen oge. 

Oh, my Molleen, 

Oh, my colleen, 

We’II dance to Pat, 

And after that 
Upon one chair collogue. 




J^/NGS AND SEALS. 


O ! ’ said the angry, weeping maid, 

‘ The charm is broken ! — once betrayed, 
Oh ! never can my heart rely 
On word, or look, or oath, or sigh, 

I'ake back the gifts so sweetly given, 

With promised faith and vows to heaven — 
That little ring which, night and morn, 

With wedded truth my hand hath worn : 

I'hat seal, which oft in moments blest, 

Thou hast upon my life impressed. 

And sworn its dewy spring should be 
A fountain sealed for only thee ! 
lake, take them back, the gift and vow, 

All sullied, lost, and hateful now ! ’ 


1 took the ring — the seal I took ; 
M'hile, oh ! her every tear and look 
Were such as angels look and shed, 
When man is by the world misled ! 
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KINGS AND SEALS. 


Gently I whispered, * Fanny, dear I 
Not half thy lover^s gifts are here : 

Say, where are all the seals he gave 
To every ringlet’s jetty wave. 

And where is every one he printed 
Upon that lip so ruby-tinted — 

Seals, of the purest gem of bliss. 

Oh 1 richer, softer, far than this.^ 

And then the ring — my love I recall 
How many rings, delicious all, 

His arms around that neck have twisted — 
Twining warmer far than this did ! 

Where are they all, so sweet, so many ? 

Oh 1 dearest, give back all, if any ! ’ 

While thus I murmured, trembling too. 
Lest all the nymph had vowed was true, 

I saw a smile relenting rise 
’Mid the moist azure of her eyes, 

Like daylight o’er a sea of blue, 

While yet the air is dim with dew. 

She let her cheek repose on mine. 

She let my arms around her twine — 

Oh ! who can tell the bliss one feels 
In thus exchanging rings and seals ! 


Moore. 




CHARMING JUDY CALLAGHAN 

‘ WAS on a windy night 

At two o’clock in the morning, 
An Irish lad so tight, 

All wind and weather scorning, 
At Judy Callaghan’s door. 

Sitting upon the palings. 

His love-tale he did i)Our, 

And this was part of his wailings : — 
Only say 

You’ll be Mrs. Brallaghan, 

Don’t say nay, 

Charming Judy Callaghan ! 

Oh ! list to what I .say, 

Charms you’ve got like Venus ; 

Owm your love you may. 

There’s but the wall between us. 




CBA^MJNG JUDY CALLAGHAN. 


You lie fast asleep. 

Snug in bed and snoring ; 
Round the house I creep, 
Your hard heart imploring. 
Only say 

You’ll have Mr. Brallaghan ; 

Don’t say nay. 

Charming Judy Callaghan 


I’ve got a pig and a sow, 

I’ve got a sty to sleep ’em ; 

A calf and a brindled cow, 

And a cabin, too, to keep ’em ; 
Sunday hat and coat, 

An old grey mare to ride on ; 
Saddle and bridle, to hoot. 

Which you may ride astride on. 
Only say 

You’ll be Mrs, Brallaghan ; 

Don’t say nay, 

Charming Judy Callaghan. 


I’ve got an acre of ground ; 

I’ve got it set with praties ; 

I’ve got of ’baccy a pound ; 

I’ve got some tea for the ladies ; 




CMAHMIJSrG yt/£>Y CALLAGffAir. 
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IVe got the ring to wed. 

Some whisky to make us gaily ; 
IVe got a feather bed, - 

And a handsome new shillelagh 
Only say 

You’ll have Mr. Brallaghan ; 

Don’t say nay. 

Charming Judy Callaghan. 


You’ve got a charming eye, 

You’ve got some spelling and reading ; 
You’ve got, and so have I, 

A taste for genteel breeding ; 

You’re rich, and fair, and young, 

As everybody’s knowing ; 

You’ve got a decent tongue 
Whene’er ’tis set agoing. 

Only say 

You’ll have Mr, Brallaghan ; 

Don’t say nay. 

Charming Judy Callaghan. 


For a wife till death 

I am w'illing to take ye ! 

But, och ! I waste my breath — 
The divil himself can’t wake ye. 
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CffAXM/NG yUDV CALLAGHAN. 


Tis just beginning to rain, 

So ril get under cover ; 
To-morrow I’ll come again, 
And be your constant lover. 
Only say 

Youll be Mrs. Biallaghan ; 

Don’t say nay, 

Charming Judy Callaghan. 




RIDING DOUBLE. 


S ROTTIN’ to the fair, 

Me and Moll Malony, 
Seated, 1 declare. 

On a single pony^ 

How am I to know that 
Molly's safe behind, 

Wid our heads in, oh ! that 
Awk’ard way inclined ? 

By her gentle breathin' 
Whispered past my ear. 
And her white arms wreathin' 
Warm around me fierc. 
Trottin' to the fair, 

Me and Moll Maloney, 
Seated, I declare, 

On a single pony. 
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RIDllfO 30VBLS. 


Yerrig!‘ Mastherjack, 

Lift your forelegs higher, 

Or a rousin’ crack 
Surely you’ll require. 

* Ah ! ’ says Moll, ‘ I’m frightened 
That the pony ’ll start,’ 

And her hands she tightened 
On my happy heart ; 

Till widout reflectin’, 

’Twasn’t quite the vogue, 
Somehow, I’m suspectin’ 

That I snatched a pogue.^ 
Trottm’ to the fair, &c. 


' Yerrig ! ’ Gec-up ! ’ ‘ Pogue,’ a kiss. 





LYING. 

DO confess, in many a sigh, 

My lips have breathed you many a lie — 
And who, with such delights in view, 
Would lose them, for a lie or two ? 

Nay — look not thus, with brow reproving : 
Lies are, my dear, the soul of loving ! 

If half we tell the girls were true, 

If half we swear to think and do 
Were aught but lying^s bright illusion, 

The world would be m strange confusion ! 
If ladies* eyes were, every one, 

As lovers swear, a radiant sun. 

Astronomy should leave the skies, 

To learn her lore in ladies* eyes 1 
Oh no ! — ^believe me, lovely girl, 

\^nien Nature turns your teeth to pearl, 


trim 


Your neck to snow, your eyes to fire, 

Your yellow locks to golden wire, 

Then, only then, can Heayen decree 
That you should live for only me, 

Or I for you, as night and morn 
WeVe swearing kissed, and kissing sworn ! 
And now my gentle hints to clear, 

For once I’ll tell you truth, my dear ! 
Whenever you may chance to meet 
A loving youth whose love is sweet, 

Long as you’re false and he believes you. 
Long as you trust and he deceives you, 

So long the blissful bond endures. 

And while he lies, his heart is yours ; 

But, oh ! you’ve wholly lost the youth 
The instant that he tells you truth ! 


Sheridan. 



PURTY MOLLY BRALLAGHAN, 


then, ma’am dear, did you never hear of 
purty Molly Brallaghan? 

Troth, dear, I’ve lost her, and I’ll never be a 
man again — 

Not a spot on my hide will another summer tan 


again, 

Since Molly she has left me all alone for to die. 

The place where my heart was you might aisy rowl a 
turnip in, 

It’s the size of all Dublin and from Dublin to the 


Devil’s Glen ; 

If she chose to take another, sure, she might have sent 
mine back agin, 

And not to leave me here all alone for to die ! 


Ma’am dear, I remember, when the milking-time'was 
I)ast and gone, 

c went into the meadow’s, w here she sw'ore I was the 
only man 



8o PURTY JtfOLiy BRALLACHAN^ 

I - ^ 

'That ever she could love— yet, oh, the base and cruel 
one, 

After ^1 that to leave me here alone for to die 1 

Ma*ani dear, I remember, as we came home, the rain 
began, 

I rowled her in my frieze coat, though the devil a 
waistcoat I had on, 

And my shirt wasrather fine-drawn— yet, oh, the base 
and cruel one, 

After all that to leave me here all alone for to die ! 


I went and tow Id my tale to Father McDonnell, 
ma’am, 

And then I wint and axed advice of Counsellor 
O’Connell, ma’am, 

He told me promise-breaches had been ever since the 
world began. 

Now 1 have but the one pair, ma’am, and they are 
corduroy. 

Arrah, what could he mean, ma’am ? or what would 
you advise me to ? 

Must my corduroys to Molly go? — In troth, I’m 
bothered what to do : 

I can’t afford to lose both my heart and my breeches 
too, 

Yet wliat need 1 care, when I’ve only to die ? 



WRTY MOLLY SRALLAGHAN. 


Si 


Oh, the left side of my carcass is as wake as water- 
gruel, ma’am, 

I wish I had a carabine, Td go and fight a duel» 
ma’am • 

Sure, It’s better far to kill myself than to stay here 
to die ‘ 

I’m hot and detarmined as a live salamander, ma’am : 
you come to my ivake, when I go my long 
meander, ma’am , 

Oh, ril feel myself as valiant as the famous Alexander, 
ma’am. 

When I hear yez crying round me, * Arrah, why did 
he die?’ 

A Lady of Quality, 


' The * long meander’ is very descriptne of an Irish funeral 
procession in the country 




GOING TO CONFESS. 

A LOVELY lass, with modest mien, 
Stole out one morning early ; 

The dew-drops glancing o^er the green 
Made all her pathway pearly. 

Young Lawrence, struck with Cupid^s dart 
Cupid’s dart distressing — 

As through the fields he saw her start, 
Sighed, ‘ She ’s gone confessing ! 

Oh, VO ! ’twould ease my heart 
To earn the father’s blessing.’ 


The Father, with a twinkling eye, 

He watched my boyo cunning, 

Unnoticed by his colleen’s eye 
Behind the bushes running. 

‘ How well,’ he laughed, ‘ young Lawrence there, 
After all my pressing, 




GOIi^G TO CONFESS. 


With his sweetheart, I declare, 
Comes at last confessing. 
Oho ! 1^11 just take care 
To give the lad a lesson.* 


'Fhe pleasant priest unbarred the door, 

As solemn as a shadow : 

‘ How slow,* cried he, * you’ve come before. 
How hot-foot now, my laddo. 

'J'he serious steal with looks sedate. 

Seeking to be shriven ; 

But you, you’re in no fitting state 
Now to be forgiven : 

So go within and wait, 

With all your thoughts on heaven.* 


The fair one following in a while 
Made out her faults with meekness ; 
The priest then asked her with a smile 
Had she no other weakness, 

And led, with that, young I^wrence in ; 

Her cheeks were now confessing. 

‘ Well, since *tis after all a sin 
Easy of redressing. 

Here, dear, I’d best begin 
To give you both my blessing.’ 




LOVE AND MARRIAGE, 

f TILL the question I must parry, 
Still a wayward truant prove : 
Where I love, I must not marry ; 
Where I marry, cannot love. 

\Vere she fairest of creation, 

With the least [)resuming mind : 
Learned without affectation ; 

Not deceitful, yet refined ; 

Wise enough, but never rigid ; 

Gay, but not too lightly free ; 
Chaste as sno^% and yet not frigid ; 
Warm, yet satisfied with me : 

Were she all this ten times over, 

All that Heaven to earth allows, 

I should be too much her lover 
Ever to become her spouse. 


Sheridan. 




FAN FJTZGERL. 



^IRRA, wirra! ologonef 
Can’t ye lave a lad alone, 

Till he’s proved there’s no tradition left of 
any other girl : 

Not even Trojan Helen, 

In beauty all excellin’. 


Who’s been up to half the divlement of Fan FitzgerL 


With her brows of silky black 
Arched above for the attack, 

Her eyes they dart such azure death on poor admirin’ 
man; 

Masther Cupid, point your arrows, 

From this out, agin the sparrows,, 

For you’re bested at Love’s archery by young Miss Fan 


See what showers of goolden thread 
Lift and fall upon her head, 

I'he likes of such a trammel net at say was niver 
spread ; 
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FAl^ PITZGERL. 


For, whin accurately reckoned, 

Twas computed that each second 
Of her curls has cot a Kerryman and kilt him dead. 

Now mention, if ye will, 

Brandon Mount and Hungry Hill, 

Or Ma^gllicuddy’s Reeks, renowned for cripplin’ all 
they can ; 

Still the country-side confisses 
None of all its precipices 

Cause a quarther of the carnage of the nose of Fan. 

But your shatthered hearts suppose 
Safely steered apast her nose, 

She’s a current and a reef beyand to wreck them 
roving ships. 

My meaning it is simple, 

For that current is her dimple. 

And the cruel reef ’twill coax ye to ’s her coral lips. 

I might inform ye further 
Of her bosom's snowy murther, 

And an ankle ambuscadin’ through her gown’s de- 
lightful whirl ; 

But what need, when all the village 
Has forsook its peaceful tillage. 

And flown to war and pillage all for Fan Fitzgerl ! 


A KISS A r ANTIQUE. 


8 EHOLD, my love, the curious gem 
Within this simple ring of gold : 
Tis hallowed by the touch of them 
Who lived in classic hours of old. 


Some fair Athenian girl, perhaps, 
Upon her hand this gem displayed. 
Nor thought that time's eternal lapse 
Should see it grace a lovlier maid. 


Look, darling, what a sweet design ! 

The more we gaze, it charms the more 
Come— closer bring that cheek to mine, 
And trace with me its beauties o’er. 



A JCiSS z VANTiQUM. 


Thou seest, it is a simple youth 

By some enamoured nymph embraced 
Look, Nea, love ! and say in sooth, 

Is not her hand most dearly placed ? 


Upon his curlbd head behind 
It seems in careless play to lie ; 
Yet presses gently, half inclined 
To bring his lip of nectar nigh ! 


O happy maid ! too happy boy ! 

The one so fond and faintly loth, 
The other yielding slow to joy — 

Oh, rare indeed, but blissful both ! 


Imagine, love, that I am he. 

And just as warm as he is chilling ; 
Imagine, too, that thou art she, 

But quite as cold as she is willing. 


So may we try the graceful way 

In which their gentle arms are twined 
And thus, like her, my 'hand I lay 
Upon thy wreathed hair behind. 



A ms J L'^HTIQVB. 


And thus I feel thee breathing sweet, 

As slow to mine thy head I move ; 

And thus our lips together meet, 

And— thus I kiss thee— 0 my love ! 

Moore. 





THE ^ WHISTLING THIERS 





HEN Pat came o’er the hill, 
His colleen fair to see, 

His whistle low, but shrill, 
The signal was to be. 

iJPat whistles.) 


‘ Mary,’ the mother said, 

‘ Some one is whistlin’, sure ; * 

Says Mary ; ‘ ’Tis only the wind 
Is whistlin’ thro’ the door.’ 

(Pat tvhistles a bit of a popular air.) 


I’ve liv’d a long time, Mary, 

In this wide world, my dear 
But a door to whistle like that 
1 never yet did hear.* 




THM ^tVl/ISTLfN* THIEF. 


* But, mother, you know the fiddle 

Hangs close beside the chink, 
And the wind upon the strings 
Is playing the tune, 1 think.’ 

( The pig grunts.) 

‘ Mary, I hear the pig, 

Unaisy in his mind.’ 

‘ But, mother, you know they say 
That pigs can see the wind.’ 

* That’s thrue enough in the day ; 

But I think you may remark, 

That pigs, no more nor we. 

Can see anything in the dark.' 

( Tile dog barks . ) 

‘ The dog is barkin’ now. 

The fiddle can’t play that tune.’ 

‘ But, mother, the dogs will bark 
Whenever they see the moon.’ 

* But how could he see the moon. 

When you know the dog is blind ? 
Blind dogs won’t bark at the moon. 
Nor fiddles be play’d by the wind. 



THE ‘ wmsTim* rffiSF.* 


* I'm ifiit such a fool as you think, 

I know very well 'tis Pat : 

Shut your mouth, you whistlin' thief, 
And go along home out o’ that 1 

‘ And you go off to bed, 

Don’t play upon me your jeers ; 
For tho’ I have lost my eyes, 

I haven’t lost my ears ! ’ 


^ JENNY, rM NOT JESTING. 


H, Jenny, Tm not jesting, 
Believe what I’m ])rotesting, 
And yield what I’m requesting 
These seven years through.’ 

‘ Ah, Lawrence, I may grieve you ; 
Yet, if I can’t relieve you, 

Sure, why should I deceive you 
With words untrue ? 

But, since you must be courtin’, 
There’s Rosy and her fortune ; 

’Tis rumoured your consortin’ 

With her of late. 

Or there’s your cousin Kitty, 

So charming and so witty, 

She’d wed you out of pity, 

Kind Kate.’ 
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^JENl/Y, rM NOT JESTING. 


* Fie I Jenny, since I knew you, 

Of all the lads that woo you, 
None’s been so faithful to you, 

If truth were told. 

Even when yourself was dartin’ 
Fond looks at hckle Martin, 

Till off the thief went startin’ 

For Sheela’s gold.’ 

‘ And if you’ve known me longest, 
Why should your love be strongest, 
And his that’s now the youngest, 
For that be worst ? ’ 

* Fire, Jenny, quickest kindled 
Is always soonest dwindled : 

And thread the swiftest spindled 

Snaps first’ 

‘ If that’s your wisdom, Larry, 

The longer I can tarry. 

The luckier I shall marry 
At long, long last.’ 

* I’ve known of girls amusing 
Their minds, the men refusing. 

Till none w^ere left for choosing 

At long, long last * 

‘ Well, since it seems that marriage 
Is still the safest carriage, 



* JENNY, VM NOT JESTING: 
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And all the world disparage 
The spinster lone ; 

Since you might still forsake me, 
I think I’ll let you take me, 

Yes ! Larry, you may make me 
Your own ! ’ 





FIXIN^ THE DAY, 


PATRICK. 



RRAH, answer me now, sweet Kitty Mulreddin, 
. Why won’t you ‘be fixin’ the day of our 
weddin’? 


KiriY. 

Now, Patrick O’Brien, what a hurry you’re in : 

Can’t you wait till the summer comes round to begin 

P\1RICK. 

Oh, no, Kitty Machrec, in all sinse and all raison, 
The winter’s the projiercst marryin’ saison ; 

For to comfort oneself from the frost and the rain, 
There’s nothin’ like weddin’ in winter ’tis plain. 



Fixm THK DAY. 




KITTY. 

i 

If It’s only protection you want from the cowld, 

I here’s a parish that’s caSled the Equator, I’m towld, 
'J'hat for single young men is kept hot through the 
year : ' 

W'here’s the use of your marryin’ ? off wid you there I 

PATRICK. 

But there’s also a spot not so pleasantly warmed, 

Set aside for ould maids, if I’m rightly informed, 
Where some mornin’, if still she can’t make up her 
mind, 

A misfortunate colleen, called Kathleen, you’ll find. 

KHTY. 

Is It threat’nin’ you are that I’ll die an ould maid, 

^Vho refused, for your sake, Mr. Laurence M‘Quaide? 
1 ai\ ! 1 think I’ll forgive him ; for this I’ll be bound, 
//ed wait like a lamb till the summer came round. 

PATRICK. 

Now it’s thinking I am that this same Mr. I^rry 
Is what makes you so slow in agreein’ to marry. 

u 



* FIX/N* TUtE DAY. 




KITTY. 

And your wish to be settled wid me in such haste, 
Does't prove that you’re jealous of him in the laste ? 

PATRICK. 

Well, we’ll not say that Kitty ’ll die an ould maid. 


KITl Y. 

And we’ll bother no more about Larry M‘Quaide. 

PA 1 RICK. 

But Kitty machrcc, sure them weddins in spring, 
When the Long Fast is out, are as common a thing 
As the turfs in a rick, or the stones on a wall : 

Faith 1 you might just as well not be married at all. 
But a weddin’, consider, at this side of I^nt, 

Would be thought such a far more surprisin’ event^ : 
So delightful to all at this dull time of year — 

Now say * yes ’ ’ for the sake of the neighbours, my 


No, Patrick, we'll wed w^hen the w^oods and the grass 
Wave a welcome of puniest green, us we pass 



Fixm* THE DAY. 


99 


'1 hrough the sweet cowslip meadow, and up by the 
mill, , 

To the Chapel itself on the side of the hill : 

Where the thorn, that’s now sighin’ a widow’s lamint. 
In a bridesmaid’s costume 11 be smilin’ contint, 

\nd the thrush and the blackbird pipe, ‘ Haste to the 
iveddin’ 

Of Patrick O’Brien and Kitty Mulreddim’ 

PATRICK. 

Will you really promise that, Kitty, you rogue ? 


Km Y. 

liisper, Patruk, the contract I’ll seal wid— rt pogtu ! 

[Kissing him. 




ILL OMENS. 

W HEN daylight was yet sleeping under the 
billow, 

r JSJ 

And stars in the heavens still lingering 

shone, 

Young Kitty, all blushing, rose up from her pillow, 
The last time she e'er was to j)ress it alone. 

For the youth whom she treasured her heart and her 
soul in, 

Had promised to link the last tie before noon ; 

And when once the young heart of a maiden is stolen, 
'rhe maiden herself will steal after it soon ! 

^Vs she looked m the glass, which a woman ne*er 
misses, 

Nor ever wants time for a sly glance or two, 

A butterfly fresh from the night-flowers’ kisses, 

Flew over the mirror, and shaded her view. 



ILL OMENS. 


toi 


Knrag’d with the insect for hiding her graces, 

She brush’d him— he fell, alas I never to rise. 

‘ \h ! such,’ said the girl, ‘is the i)ride of our faces, 
l‘or which the soul’s innocence too often dies.' 

Wiiilc she stole thro’ the garden, where heart’s-ease 
was growing, 

She cull’d some, and kissed off its night-fallen dew ; 
Vud a rose, further on, looked so temi)ting and 
glow-ini', 

I'liat, si)ite of her haste, she must gather it too ; 
li\ii while o’er the roses too carelessly leaning, 

Her zone flew in two, and the heart’s-ease was lost. 

‘ Aii ' this means,’ said the girl (and she sighed at its 
meaning), 

‘ I’hat love is scarce w'orth the repose it will cost I ’ 


Moore. 



THERE ARE SOUNDS OF MIRTH 


S HERE are sounds of mirth in the night-air 
ringing, 

And lamps from ever)' casement shown ; 
While voices blithe within arc singing, 

That seem to say ‘ Come ’ in every tone. 

Ah ! once how light, in life’s young season, 

My heart had bounded at that sweet lay ; 

Nor ]>aus’d to ask of greyl>eard Reason 
If I should the syren call obey. 

And, see — the lamps still livelier glitter. 

The syren lips more fondly sound ; 

No, seek, y<l»ymphs, some victim fitter 
To sink in your rosy l)ondage bound. 

Shall a bard, whom npt the world in arms 
Could bend to tyranny’s rude contro]. 

Thus quail, at sight of woman’s charms, 

And yield to a smile his freeborn soul ? 




to6 W/Dqw MACHRBS. 

Some ghost or some sprite, 

'I hat would wake you each night, 

Crying, ‘Och hone ! Widow Machree’? 

Then take my advice, darling Widow Machree, 
Och hone ! Widow Machree ; 

And with my advice, faith i I wish you’d take me, 
N Och hone ' Widow Machree. 

You have me to desire, 

Then to sit by the fire, 

\nd, sure, Hojie is no liar 
In whisiiering to me 
That the ghosts would depart. 

When you’d me near your heart— 

Och hone ! Widow Machree. 

I^OVER. 





WtDOW MACHREE. 
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Why, even the bears 

Now in couples agree, 

And the mute little fish, 

Though they can’t spake, they wish — 
Och hone ! Widow Machree. 


Widow Machree, w^hen winter comes in, 
Och hone ! Widow Machree, 

To be i>oking the fire all alone is a sin, 
Och hone ! Widow Machree. 

Sure, the ’shovel and tongs 
To each other belongs, 

And the kettle sings songs 
Full of family glee ; 

While alone with your cup, 
lake a hermit, jv// suj) — 

Och hone ! W idow Mat hree. 


And how do you know, with the comforts I’ve towld, 
Och hone 1 ^^’lduw Machree, 

But you’re keeping some |)oor fellow out in the cowld ? 

Och hone ' Widow Machree : 

With such sins on jour head. 

Sure, your peace would be fled, 

Could you sleep in j^our bed 
Without thinking to sec 



WIDOW MACIIREE. 



I DOW Machrec, it's no wonder you frown, 
Och hone ’ Widovr Machree ; 


Faith ! it ruins your looks, that same dirty black gown, 


Och hone ! Widow Machrcc. 


How altered your air, 

that close cap you wear — 

' 1 IS destroying your hair 

^Vhich should be flowing free ; 
Fe no longer a churl 
Of Its black silken curl— 


Och hone ! Widow Machrcc ! 


^^’ldow Machree, now the summer is come, 

Och hone ! Widow Machree : 

When everything smiles, should a beauty look glum ? ' 
Och hone ! Widow Machree. 

See the birds go in pairs, 

And the rabbits and hares— 



mEsM soutifis OF mirth, 

Thus sung the Sage, while, ifyly stealing, 
llie nymphs their fetters round him cast, 

And, their laughing eyes, the while, concealing, 
lied Liberty’s bard their slave at last. 

For the poet’s heart, still prone to loving, 

Was like that rock of the Druid race. 

Which the gentlest touch at once set moving, 

But all earth’s [Kiwer couldn’t shake from its base. 

Moore 


P. 



THE WIDOW MALONE. 


iTT^ID ye hear of the widow Malone, 


Ohonc ! 

Who lived in the town of Athlonc, 
Alone ? 

Oh ! she melted the hearts 


Of the swains in them i)arts, 
So lovely the widow Malone, 
Ohone! 


So lovely the widow Malone. 


Of lovers she had a full score, 

Or more ; 

And fortunes they all had galore, 
, In store ; 




THE WIDOW MALOHE. 
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From the minister down 
To the Clerk of the Crown, 

All were courting the widow Malone, 
Ohone I 

All were courting the widow Malone. 


But so modest was Mrs. Malone, 
*Twas known 

No one ever could sec her alone, 
Ohone ! 

1 ,el ihein ogle and sigh, 

'They could neVr catc h her eye, 
So hashful the widow Malone, 
Ohone ! 

So bashful the widow Malone. 


Till one Mr. O’Brien from Clare — 

How (|iiare. 

It’s little for blushing they care 
Down there — 

But his arm round her waist, 
tiave ten kisses at lasie — 

‘ Oh,' says he, ‘ you’re my Molly Malone, 
My own ; ’ — 

‘Oh,’ says he, ‘ you’re my Molly Malone ! ’ 




THE WIDOW MALONE, 
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And the widow they all thought so shy, 
My eye ! 

Ne*er thought of a simper or sigh — 
For why ? 

But, ‘Lucius,* says she, 

‘ Since you’ve now made so free, 

You may marry your Molly Malone, 
Ohone ! 

You may marry your Molly Malone.’ 


'I’herc’s a moral contained in my song, 

Not wrong ; 

And, one comfort, it’s not very long, 

But strong : 

If for widows )ou die, 

Learn to kiss^ not lo sigh, 

1 or lhe>*ie all like sweet Mistress Malone, 
C)hone ! 

Oh ! they’re ver>’ like Mistress Malone ! 

Lever. 






MAJ^Y OF THE CUFLS. 


> S oak-leaves, when autumn is turning them 


x- sere, 

c ^ 


Is the hue of niy own Mary’s hcaiiliful hair ; 
And light as y()ung ash s|)ra)s, that drooj) in the 


Are the ringlets that wave round the head that 1 love. 


Dear Mar)' 1 ea( h ringlet, so silken and fine, 

Is a fetter that round my t)Oor heart you entwine ; 
And if the wide oc ean I roamed to the West, 

It would still draw me luek to the maid 1 love best. 


lake Stars that shine out from the calm summer sky 
Are the glances that Inram from your melting blue 
eye ; 

Your lips red as poppies, your cheeks bright as morn ; 
And your Ixisom and neck white as blossoms of thorn. 



AfARY OF THE CVRIS. ill 


The stars may shine down on the whole world at 
night, 

hut your eyes, Mary, dear ! should give me all their 
light. 

I ct the ])oi)pies and blossoms be plucked by who will, 

If those dear lips and bosom be kept for me still. 

Not more sportive and light is the young lambkin 
seen, 

Ihati your foot in the dance on our own village 
green ; 

\nd my fond eye still i^anders wherever you move 

Midst all the maids seeking for her that I love. 

I liL winter is past, and the Shrovetide is nigh ; 

I Mary * no longer be cruel or sh). 

I Nc a home to receive >ou, a hand to sustain, 

\nd a heart that vmII love )ou while life shall remain. 

{TtaftslcUitd from the Cdtu J. f'. WalUr,) 






THE RAKERS APOLOGY. 

S OW hush ! dearest Kathleen, give over 
Upbraiding a lover so true ; 

I swear, though you say I’m a rover, 
My heart is still faitliful to you. 

’rhen where is tlvc use in >our doubting. 

Or breaking my heart ^\ilh your sighs ; 
Those sweet lips were not made for pouting. 
And anger will spoil your mild eyes? 

The world, dear, is given to railing, 

God forgive ’em that call me a rake ; 

Tis yourself that’s the cause of my failing; 

For 1 love the whole sex for your sake. 
Sure, His pride of you makes me a rover 
To wake, and to dance, and to fair \ 

I’m still trying at each to discover 
A girl with yourself to compare* 




THE EAKE*S APaiOGY. 




And 90, just in making the trial, 

I’m forced still to touch and to taste ; 

1 hough ’tis hard, there’s.no good in denial, 

An hour from beside you to waste. 

But their beauties leave no more impression, 

'I'han calm waters take from the breeze , 

Sit do^\n now, and hear my confession, 

I’ll make a clean breast at your knees. 

r.llcn Bawn has a fine neck and bosom, 

But her xsaist feels so tightened and ^uare ; 

Rose has bright c)cs, but still I don’t choose them, 
W hen you ga/e in them long they’ve a stare. 

Ma\c looks bhajiel) and plump — ’tis all dressing ; 
\nd Nora’s lips pi case ont at yfrj/, 

iait then they wont do for much pressing, 

1 hey ’re so ripe you re afraid that they’ll burst 

*^0 now, all experiments o\er, 

I come back more faithful and true ; 

And 1 vow, on the word of a lover, 

There’s no girl half so {KTfect as you. 

I'hen, Kathleen, cheer up, and believe me 
I’ll love you whatever betide ; 

One woird, and that fair hand just give me, 
ni wander no more from your side. 

J- R WAixiit 



THE FIRST CUCKOO IN SPRING. 

NE sweet eve m spring, as the daylight died, 
vl^ Mavc sat in her ho^^V l)\ her father’s side : 

'x: 4-3’ •' ' 

(Ciukoo ’ cuckoo ’) so soft and so clear, 
Sang the l)onn\ cuckoo from a ihukct near 
(Cwckoo ’ cuckoo ') ‘ Do listen, in) dear, 

H'ls the first cuckoos note 1 ha\e heard this )ear.’ 

The maiden smiled archh, then sighed — ‘’'Vis long 
ISe \^alted and >\at< hed for that swtet birds song , ' 
(Cuckoo ' cuckoo ’) ‘ lae ^\inter he’ll roam 
W'lth some belov d mate to his distant home ’ 
(Cuckoo ’ cuckoo ’) ' Ah, ^loiild I might roam 
With that bonn> cuckoo to his distant home.’ 


The old man he frowned at the maid, and said, 

* What puts such m ild thoughts in ) our foolish head ? * 
(Cuckoo ! cuckoo !) * No maid should desire 
To roam from land and sire.’ 

(Cuckoo 1 cuckoo !)^ 1 don’t love a note 
That comes from that foreign bird’s weary throat 


THB FIRST CUCKOO IN SPRING, 


l«S 


* Ilic blackbird and throttle, I love their song, 

They cheer us through ^summer and autumn long ; * 
(("uckoo ! cuckoo !) * And then they ne’er roam, 
but they mate and they live all the year at home.’ 
(C'uckoo ! cuckoo !) ‘ ’Tis still the same note 

rhat comes from that foreign bird’s weary throat’ 

The old man he sleeps in the drowsy air, 

soft from his side steals his daughter fair, 
(Cuckoo ! cuckoo !) There’s a bird in the grove 
1 hat sings a sweet song all young maidens love. 

(( uckoo ! cuckoo !) Says the bird from the grove, 

• I'm weary cuckooing this hour, my love.* 

The old man he dreams that the cuckoo sings 
Close up to his ear very wondrous things : 

'Cu( koo ! cuckoo !) ‘ I love your dear Mave, 

And won her young heart just without your leave.’ 
Cuckoo ! cuckoo I) * She is willing to roam 
1 rom her own beloved nest to my distant nome. 


Half in fear, half in anger, her sire awakes, 

As her lips on his brow a soft farewell takes. 
^Cuckoo ! cuckoo !) The old oM^^ne, 

I or vision, and cuckoo, and chWM : 
^Cuckoo ! cuckoo !) A sweet voice whispers near, 

' We’ll be back with the cuckoo in spring next year/ 

I 9 




LOVE IN REALITY, 


W AY with the nonsense of vain poetasters, 
Their sighing and dying’s all lying and fudge ; 
They say love’s a disease full of woes and 
disasters : 


I deny it, ])oint-blank, and I think I’m a judge. 


I IjoUlly assert by niy manhood, that no man 
Is all that he should be who js not in love ; 
And Troviderue, sure, sent us beautiful woman, 
The joy, not the pkigiie, of existence to pro\e. 


For myself, I’m in love head and ears at the present. 
With ft maid like a young swan so graceful and fair. 
And the symptoms 1 find, on the whole, very j)leasant, 
And just the reverse of what fwels declare. 


1 shed not a tear, and 1 ne’er think of sighing ; 

1 moan not, I groan not, in fanciful w^oe ; 

And if truth must be told, I am so far from dying 
Of love but for love I’d have died long ago. 



LOVB m REiihtTY. ut 


I keep up flesh and* blood for the sake of this beauty; 

I make it a point to be sound wind and limb ; 

I eat well, I drink well, I sleep as a duty, 

J’or then of my love all sweet things I can dream. 

I can listen to music and still feel delighted ; 

It shakes not my spirits to hear a sweet song ; 

\l) pace IS (juite steady, not like one affrighted 

Or a tree down a torrent swept swiftly along. 

1 VC iny voice at command, and my words are ne’er 
wanting ; 

And if half of the clothes in Conn’s northern 
domain 

Were heap’d on my back, with their heat I’d be 
panting. 

And fire is much hotter, I grant, than my skin. 

If I stood neath a torrent, or plung’d in the ocean, 

I’d come out rather chilly and not over dry ; 

If robust health and strength can cause death, I*vc a 
notion 

I’m just in the very condition to die. 

I’m not swollen out with grief till a long rope won’t 
bind me ; 

My mouth is more moist than the touchwood, no 
doubt ; 
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LOVE IN REALITY. 


And 111 give you my oath, that you never will And me 
Drinking dry a deep lake to extinguish my drought. 

I can tell night and day without making a blunder : 

^ A ship from a wherry, as well as the best ; 

And I know white from black, which you’ll say is a 
wonder, 

Despite all the love that is lodged in my breast 

A mountain 1 never mistake for the ocean, 

A horse I can tell with great case from a deer, 

Of great things and small IVe an excellent notion, 
And distinguish a fly from a whale very clear. 

And now, to conclude with a stiffish conundrum — 

‘ A part of the stern of a boat o’er the wave, 

Seven hazels whose barren twigs cast no fruit under 
cm, 

Is the name of the fair one who holds me a slave. 

Not one in a thousand that try will make out of it 
The name of the maid most belov’d of my heart ; 
And though love touch my brain, yet the sense ’twon’t 
take out of it, 

For I swear there’s no poison or pain in his dart 

( Tram, fram an early Celtic Poem by J. F, Waller , ) 



irON^T you LEAVE US A LOCK OF 
YOUR I/A IF r 


‘ night IS fresh and calm, love, 

The birds are m their ho>^crs, 
\nd the hol> light 
Of the moon falls bright 
On the beautiful sleeping flowers. 
Sweet Nora, art >ou waking? 

Ah ! don’t you hear me spaktngl 
M) heart is well nigh breaking 
For the love of >ou, Nora dear. 

Ah ’ w^hy don’t >ou si)eak, mavrone? 
Sure I think that >ou’re made of stone, 
J ust like Venus of old. 

All so white and so cold. 

But no morsel of flesh and bone. 





tao ^ IMA VIZ as A LOCK OF YOUR HAIR* 


* There’s not a soul astir, Ipve, 

No sound falls on the ear 
But that rogue of a breeze 
That’s whis])ering the trees, 

Till they tremble all through with fear. 
Ah ! them happy flowers that’s creeping 
To your window where you’re sleeping — 
Sure tJuyre not chid for peei)ing 
At your beauties, my Nora dear. 
You’ve the heart of a Turk, by my sowl. 
To leave me perched here like an owl ; 
’Tis treatment too bad 
tor a true-hearted lad 
To be sarved like a desolate fowl. 


‘ You know the vow you made, love, 
You know we fixed the day ; 

And here I’m now 
To claim that vow, 

And carry my bride away. 

So, Nora, don’t be staying 
For weeping or for praying — 

There’s danger in delaying, 

Sure maybe Td change my mind : 
For you know I’m a bit of a rake. 

And a trifle might tempt me to break- 



*LSAV£ us a lock of YOVH ffAm* lai 
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Faix, bu| for youf blue eye, 

Vve a notion to try 
What a sort of old maid you'd make.' 

‘ Ah ! Dermot, win me not, love, 

To be your bride to-night : 

How could I bear 
A mother’s tear, 

A father’s scorn and slight ? 

So, Dermot, cease your suing - 
Don’t work your Nora's ruin ; 

’ Fwould be my sore undoing. 

If you’re found at my window, dear.’ 

* Ah ! for shame with your foolish alanns : 

J ust drop into your Dermot’s arms : 

Don’t mind looking at all 
For your cloak or your shaw'l ; 

They were made but to smother your charms 


And now a dark cloud rising, 
Across the moon is cast ; 

The lattice opes 
And anxious hopes 
Make Dermot’s heart beat fast : 
And soon a form entrancing, 

With arms and fair nedc glancing 



IM ^ LEAVE US A LOCK OF YOUE f/AW 


Half'Shrinking, half-advancing, 

Steps light on the lattice sill : 

^Vhen a terrible arm in the air 
Clutch’d the head of the lover all bare ; 

And a voice, with a scoff, 

Cried, as Dermot made off, 

‘Won't YOU le^ve us> a lock of your hair" 

J. F. Wallkk. 




DRINKING SONGS 



GLEE ANn CHORUS. 

This lK>ttlc*s the sun of oiir table, 
His beams are rosy wine : 

We, planets, that are not able 
Without his help to shine. 

Let mirth and glee alxjund ! 

\ oil’ll soon grow bright 
With borrow’d light. 

And shine as he goes round. 


Slit RII>AN. 



THE CRUISKEEN LAIVH 


ET the farmer praise his grounds, 
l^t the huntsman praise his hounds, 
'Fhe farmer his sweet-scented lawn ; 
NN'hile 1, more blest than they, 

Spend each happy night and day 

With my smiling little cruiskccn lawm. 
Gra-ma-chree ma cruiskeen 


Slainte gcal nia \ournecn, 

Gra-ma-chrec a coolin bawn ba^n hawn, 
Gra-ma-chrcc a coolm bawn.* 


Immortal and divine 
Great Bacchus, god of wine, 

Create me by adoption your son. 

* My heart’s love is my little jog, 
Bri^t health to my darling. 

My heart's love her (air lochs. 
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THE CRUISJtEEN LAWN. 


In hope that you’ll comply 
That my glass shall ne’er run dry, 

Nor my smiling little cruiskeen lawn. 
Gra-ma-chree, See. 

And when grim Death appears, 

After few but happy years, 

And tells me my glass it is run ; 

I’ll say, ‘ Begone, you slave ! 

For great Bacchus gives me leave 
Just to fill another cruiskecn lawa’ 
Gra-ma-chree, &c. 

Then fill your glasses high, 

I^t’s not iKirt with li])S adiy, 

Though the lark now jiroclaims it is dawn ; 
And since we can’t remain. 

May we shortly meet again 
To fill another cruiskecn lawa 
Gra-ma-chree, i:r. 


Anon. 




THE MONKS OF THE SCREW. 



HEN St. Patrick our order created 
And called us the Monks of the Screw, 
(lood rules he revealed to our abbot, 

To guide us in \\hat wc should do. 


bill first he replenished his fountain 
With liquor the l:>est in the sky ; 

And he swore by the word of his saintship 
rhat fountain should never run dry ! 


My children, be chaste — till youVe tempted ; 

^^'hlle sober, be wise and discreet ; 

And humble your bodies with fa.sting — 
Whene*cr you have nothing to eat. 

Then be not a glass in the convent, 

Except on a festival, found ; 

And, this rule to enforce, 1 ordain it 
A festival all the year round ! 

JOHK PHlLfOT CcnUlAK. 



DRINK 01 THIS CUP 

A Poi M ON \\nisK\ pLNcn 

RINK of this (ui)— you’ll find there’s a spell in 
Its c\erv drop ’i^ainst the ills of mortality — 
Talk of the cordial that S[)arkled for Helen, 

Her cup >^as a fiction, but this is reality. 
Would you forget the dark ^orld we are in, 

Only taste of the bubble that gleams on the top 
of It , 

But would you rise abo\e earth, till akin 
To immortals themselves, you must dram every drop 
of It. 

Send round the cup — for oh there’s a si)ell in 
Its every drop ’gainst the ills of mortality — 

Talk of the cordial that sparkled for Helen, 

|ier cup was a fiction, but this is reality. ^ 



OF TUTS cup. 




Ne’er yet was philter form’d with such power 
To charm and bewilder as this we are quaffing ; 

Its magic began when, in Autumn’s rich hour, 

As a harvest of gold in the fields it stood laughing. 

I'here having by Nature’s Enchantment been fill’d 
With the balm and the bloom of her kindliest weather, 

'I'his wonderful juice from its core was distill’d 
lb enliven such hearts as are here brought together ! 

'I'hcn drink of the cup — you’ll find there’s a spell in, &c. 

And though, perhaps — hut breathe it to no one — 

Like liquor the witch brews at midnight so awful, 

I'his philter in secret was first taught to flow on, 

Vet ’tis not less potent for being unlawful. 

And e’en though it taste ol the smoke of that flame, 
Which in silent extracted its virtues forbidden — 

Fill up — there’s a Are in some hearts I could name, 
Which may work, too, its charm, though as lawless 
and hidden. 

So drink of the cup — for oh there’s a spell in, &c 


Moore. 




WHISKY. 
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HISKY, drink divine 1 

Why should drivellers bore us 
With the praise of wine, 

^^'hilst we’ve thee before us? 
Were it not a shame, 

Whilst we gaily fling thee 
'^I'o our lips of flame, 

If we c ould not sing thee ? 

Whisky, drink divine ! 

Why should drivellers bore us 
With the ]>raise of >vine, 

\\'hilst w'^c’vc thee before us ? 


Greek and Roman sung 
Chian and Falernian — 
Shall no harp be strung 
To thy praise Hibernian ? 


IVmSK’Y. 


Yes ! let Erin’s sons — 

Generous, brave, and frisky— 
Tell the world at once 

They owe it to their whisky. 
Whisky, &c. 


If Anacreon — who 

Was the grape’s best poet — * 
Drank our Mouniain-deufy 

How his verse would show it ! 
As the best then known, 

He to wine was civil ; 

Had he Inishozcfcny 

He’d pitch wine to the d 1. 

Whisky, &c. 


Bright as beauty’s eye. 

When no sorrow veils it ; 
Sweet as beauty’s sigh. 

When young love inhales it ; 
Come, then, to my lip — 

Come, thou rich in blisses ! 
Every drop I sip 

Seems a shower of kisses. 
Whisky, &c- 



tvH^/cy. 
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Could my feeble lays 
Half thy virtues number, 

A whole grm^e of bays 
Should my brows encumber. 
Be his name adored, 

Who summed up thy merits 
In one little word, 

When he railed thee spirits. 
Whisky, 4S:r. 


Send It gaily round — 

Life would he no pleasure, 

If we had not found 
This enchanting treasure ; 

And when tyrant Death’s 
Arrow shall transfix ye, 

Let your latest breaths 

Be, whisky 1 w'hisky ! whisky ! 
Whisky ! drink divine ! 

Why should drivellers bore us 
With the praise of wine, 

Whilst we’ve thee before us ? 


Joseph O’Leary, 





BARRY OF MACROOM. 

G \ H, what is Dan MacCarty, or what is old Jem 
I Nash, 

Or all who e^er in punch -drinking by luck 
have cut a dash, 

Cumj)ared to that choice hero, whose praise my rhymes 
perfume — 

I mean the boast of Erin’s isle, bold Barry of Macroom ? 


' J'was on a summer’s morning bright that Barry shone 
most gay, 

He had of friends a chosen few, to dine with him that 
day; 

And to himself he coolly said (joy did his eyes illume), 
' ril show my guests there’s few can match bold Barry 
of Macroom.’ 
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BAHHY OF MACROOAf. 


The dinner was despatched, and they brought in six 
gallon jugs 

Of whisky-punch ; and after them eight huge big- 
bellied mugs ; 

And soon all ^neath the table lay, swept clean as with 
a broom, 

Except the boast of Erin’s isle, bold Barry of Mac- 
room. 


Now Barry rose, and i)roudly cried, ‘By Judy, I’ll go 
down, 

And call into each whisky shop that decorates our 
town ; 

For lots of whisk y-punch is here for master and for 
groom, 

If they’ll come up and drink it with bold Barry of 
Macroom.’ 


Thus Barry soon he brought with him a choice hard- 
drinking set, 

As ever at a jmnch-table on Patrick’s I )ay had met ; 

Yet soon upon the floor they lay, — a low, disgraceful 
doom, — 

While like a giant fresh and strong rose Barry of Mac- 
room ! 
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Then Barry went unto his wife, and to his turtle said, 
‘hlydear, I now have had enough, therefore I’ll go to 
bed ; 

hut as I may be thirsty soon, just mix it in the room 
A gallon-jug of punch, (]uite weak, for Barry of Mac- 
room.’ 

Anon. 




ONE BOTTLE MORE. 

» SSIST me, ye lads, who have hearts void of 
guile, 

To sing out the praises of ould Ireland’s isle ; 
^Vhere true hospitality opens the door, 

And friendship detains us for one bottle more 
One bottle more, arrah, one bottle more ; 

And friendship detains us for one bottle more. 

Old England, your taunts on our country forbear ; 

, With our bulls and our brogues we are true and 
sincere ; 

For if but one bottle remains in our store, 

We have generous hearts to give that bottle more. 
One bottle more, 


At Candy’s in Church Street, I’ll sing of a set 
Of six Irish blades who together had met ; 
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Four bottles apiece made us call for our score, 

For nothing remained but just one bottle more. 

One bottle more, &c. 

Our bill being brought we were loath to depart, 

1^’or friendship had grappled each man by the heart, 
Where the least touch, you know, makes an Irishman 
roar, 

And the whack from shillelah brought six bottles more. 
Six bottles more, &c. 

Swift Phoebus now shone through our window so 
bright, 

( )uite happy to view his glad children of light ; 

So we parted with hearts neither sorry nor sore, 
Resolving next night to drink twelve bottles more. 
IVelve bottles more, ^:c. 


AiA'--^noN c.esar: 


jjj^LOW, thou regal purple stream 
r beam, 

In my goblet sparkling rise, 

Cheer my heart and glad my eyes. 

My brain ascend on fancy’s wing, 

’Noint me, wine, a jovial king. 

AVhile I live, I’ll lave my clay : 

^Vhen I’m dead and gone away, 

Let my thirsty subjects say, 

‘ A month he reign^, but that w^as May.’ 

John O’Keefe. 



TONY LUMPKIN^ S SONG, 


T ET schoolmasters puzzle their brain 

With grammar, and nonsense, and learning ; 
Good liquor, I stoutly maintain. 

Gives i!^€nus a better discerning. 

Let them brag of their heathenish gods. 

Their Lethes, their Styxes, and Stygians ; 

Their Quis, and their Quajs, and their Quods, 
They’re all but a parcel of Pigeons. 

Toroddle, toroddle, torolL 

When Methodist preachers come down, 
A-preaching that drinking is sinful, 

111 wager the rascals a crown, 

They always preach best with a skinful 
But when you come down with your pence 
For a slice of their scurvy religion. 
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ril leave it to all men of sense, 

But you, my good friend, are the pigeon. 
Toroddle, toroddle, toroll. 

Then come, put the jorum about, 

And let us be merry and clever. 

Our hearts and our liquors are stout, 

Kerens the Three Jolly Pigeons for ever. 

Let some cry up woodcock or hare, 

Your bustards, your ducks, and your widgeon 
But of all the birds in the air, 

Here’s a health to the Three Jolly Pigeons. 
Toroddle, toroddle, toroll. 


Oliver Goldsmith. 


SONGS OF FEASTING AND 


FIGHTING 





O'RORKE^S NOBLE FARE, 

’RORKE’S noble fare 
ne’er be forgot, 

By those who were there, 

Or those w'ho were not. 

His revels to keep, 

We sup and w'c dine 
On seven score sheep, 

Fat bullocks, and swine. 

Usquebaugh to our feast 
In pails is brought up. 

An hundred at least. 

And a mether our cup. 

'Tis there is the sport ! 

We rise with the light, 

In disorderly sort, 

From snoring all night 
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NOBLE FAKE, 


Oh ! how I was tricked ; 

My pipe it was broke, 

My pocket was picked, 

I lost my new cloak. 

* I’m robbed,’ exclaimed Nell, 

‘ Of mantle and kercher.’ 

Wliy then fare them well, 

The de’il take the searcher. 

‘ Come, haq^er, strike up : 

But first, by your favour, 

Boy, give us a cup — 

Ah ! this has some flavour.’ 

O’Rorke’s jolly boys 

Ne’er dreamed of the matter, 

Till roused by the noise 
And musical clatter. 

They bounce from their nest. 

No longer will tarry ; 

They rise ready dressed, 

Without one ‘ Hail Mary.’ 

They dance in around, 

Cutting capers and romping : 

’Tis a mercy the ground 

Didn’t burst with their stamping ! 
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Bless you, late and early. 
Laughing O’Henigan : 

By my hand, you dance rarely, 
Margery Grinigan. 

Bring straw for our bed. 

Shake it down to our feet. 

Then over it spread 
The winnow'ing sheet. 

To show I don’t flinch. 

Fill the bowl up again, 

Then give us a pinch 

Of your sneezing a than. 

Good Lord ! what a sight — 
After all their good cheer, 

For people to fight 

In the midst of their beer ! 

They rise from their feast. 

So hot are their brains — 

A cubit at least 

The length of their skiains. 

What stabs and what cuts I 
What clattering of sticks ! 

What strokes on the guts ! 

What basting and kicks t 
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With cudgels of oak, 

Well hardened in flame 
A hundred heads broke — 

A hundred legs lame. 

* 

‘ You churl, ril maintain 
My father built Lusk, 

The castle of Slane, 

And Carrirk Drumrusk. 

‘ The Earl of Kildare, 

And Moynalta his brother, 

As great as they are, 

1 was nursed by their mother. 

‘ Ask that of old madam, 

She’ll tell you who’s who, 

As far up as Adam : 

She knows that ’lis true.’ 


( Tramlaicd from the Celtic by Dean SwifL 



THE SPRIG OF SHILLELAH 


H ! love is the soul of a neat Irishman, 

He loves all that is lovely, loves all that he can, 
\Vith his sprig of shillelah and shamrock so 
green ! 

Ills heart is good-humoured, *tis honest and sound. 
No envy or malice is there to be found ; 

1 le courts and he marries, he drinks and he fights, , 

J or love, all for love, for in that he delights. 

With his sprig of shillelah and shamrock so green ! 


^Vho has e’er had the luck to see Donnybrook Fair ? 
An Irishman, all in his glory, is there, 

With his sprig of shillelah and shamrock so green ! 
His clothes spick and span new, without e’er a speck, 
A neat Barcelona tied round his neat neck ; 

He goes to a tent, and he spends half-a-crown, 

He meets with a friend, and for love knocks him down 
With his spnll of shillelah and shamrock so green 1 
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At evening returning, as homeward he goes, 

His heart soft with whisky, his head soft with blows 
. From a sprig of shillelah and shamrock so green ! 
He meets with his Sheelah, who, blushing a smile. 
Cries, * Get ye gone, Pat,* yet consents all the while. 
To the priest soon they go ; and nine months after 
that 

A fine baby cries, ‘ How do ye do, Father Pat, 

With your sprig of shillelah and shamrock so green?’ 

Bless the country, say 1, that gave Patrick his birth ! 
Bless the land of the oak, and its neighbouring earth. 
Where grow the shillelah and shamrock so green ! 
May the sons of the Thames, the Tweed, and the 
Shannon, 

Drub the French, who dare i)lant at our confines a 
cannon ! 

United and hai)py, at loyalty’s shrine, 

May the rose and the thistle long flourish and twine 
Round the sprig of shillelah and shamrock so 
green ! 


Edward Lysaght. 





LARRY McHALE. 

H, Larry McHale, he had little to fear, 

And never could want, w^hen the crops didn’t 
fail ; 

He’d a house and demesne, and eight hundred a year, 
And a heart for to sjiend it had Larry McHale. 

'I'he soul of a party, the life of a feast, 

And an ilegant song he could sing Fll be bail ; 

He would ride with the rector and drink with the 
priest, 

Oh, the broth of a boy was old Larry McHale ! 

It’s little he cared for the judge or recorder, 

His house was as big and as strong as a jail ; 
ith a cruel four-pounder he kept all in great order : 
He’d murder the country, would I^arry McHale. 
He’d a blunderbuss, too, of horse-pistols a pair ; 

But his favourite weapon was always a flail ; 
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I wish you could see how he’d empty a fair, 

For he handled it nately did Larry McHale, 

His ancestors were kings before Moses was born, 

His mother descended from the great Granna Uaile ; 

He laughed all the Blakes and the Frenches to scorn, 
They were mushrooms compared to old l^rr)’ 
McHale. 

He sat down every day to a beautiful dinner. 

With cousins and uncles enough for a tail ; 

And, though loaded with debt, oh, the devil a thinner 
Could law or the sheriff make Larry McHale ! 

With a larder supplied and a cellar well stored, 

None lived half so well from Fair Head to Kinsalc, 

And he i)iously said, ‘ IVe a plentiful board. 

And the Lord He is good to old Larry McHale.’ 

So fill up your glass and a high bumper give him. 

It’s little we’d care for tithes or repale ; 

Quid Erin would be a fine country to live in. 

If we only had plenty like Larry McHale. 


Lever. 




‘ /OHNNY, I HARDL Y KNE YE: 

W HILE going the road to sweet Athy, 

Hurroo ! hurroo ! 

While going the road to sweet Athy, 

Hurroo ! Hurroo ! 

While going the road to sweet Athy, 

A stick in my hand and a drop in my eye, 

A doleful damsel I heard cry, 

‘ Johnny, I hardly knew ye. 

With your drums and guns, and guns and drums, 
The enemy nearly slew ye, 

Oh, darling dear, you look so queer. 

Faith, Johnny, I hardly knew ye ! 

‘ Where are your eyes that looked so mild ? 
Hurroo I Hurroo ! 

Where are your eyes that looked so mild ? 
Hurroo ! Hurroo ! 
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Where are the eyes that looked so mild, 

When my heart you so beguiled ? 

Why did you skedaddle from me and the child ? 
Why, ] ohnny, 1 hardly knew ye 1 
With your guns, &c. 

‘ Where arc the legs with which you run ? 

Hurroo ! Hurroo 1 

Where are the legs with which you run ? 

Hurroo ! Hurroo ! 

Where are the legs with which you run, 

When you went to carry a gun 

Indeed, your dancing days are done ! 

Faith, Johnny, I hardly knew ye ! 

With your guns, &:c. 


‘ It grieved my heart to see you sail, 

Hurroo ! hurroo ! 

It grieved my heart to see you sail, 

Hurroo ! hurroo ! 

It grieved my heart to see you sail, 

When from my heart you took leg bail — 

Like a cod you’re now doubled up head and tail. 
Faith, Johnny, I hardly knew ye ! 

With your guns, &c. 
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‘ I’m happy for to sec you home, 

Hunoo ! Hurroo I 
I’m happy for to see you home, 

All from the island of Ceylon, 

So low in flesh, so high in bone. 

Faith, Johnny, I hardly knew ye ' 

With your guns, &c.’ 

Anon. 






THE RAKES OF MALLO IV 

EAUINCi, belling, dancing, drinking, 
Breaking windows, damning, sinking,* 
Ever raking, never thinking. 

Live the rakes of Mallow% 

Spending faster than it comes. 

Beating w^aiters, bailiffs, duns, 

Bacchus’s true begotten sons, 

I.ive the rakes of Mallow. 

One time nought but claret drinking. 
Then like politicians thinking 
To raise the sinking funds when sinking, 
Live the rakes of Mallow. 


* To ‘sink ’ was, eighty years ago, a stronger term than to 
‘damn.* It implied sending the victim lower down than hell. 
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When at home with dadda dying, 
Still for Mallow water crying ; 

But where there’s good claret plying, 
Live the rakes of Mallow. 

Living short, but merry lives ; 

Going where the devil drives ; 
Having sweethearts but no wives, 
Live the rakes of Mallow. 

Racking tenants, stewards teasing, 
Swiftly spending, slowly raising. 
Wishing to spend all their days in 
Raking as at Mallow. 

Then, to end this raking life, 

They get sober, take a wife, 

Ever after live in strife, 

And wish again for Mallow. 


Edward Lysaght. 




THE GATHERING OF THE MAHONYS. 

^WERRY Mahony, arrah, my jewel ! come let us be 
off to the fair, 

For the Donovans all in their glory most cer- 
tainly mean to he there ; 

Say they, ‘ The whole Mahony faction well banish 
’em out clear and clean.’ 

But it never was yet in their breeches their bullaboo 
words to maintain. 

There’s Darby to head us, and Barney, as civil a man 
as yet spoke, 

’Twould make your mouth water to see him just giving 
a bit of a stroke. 

There’s Corncy, the bandy-legged tailor, a boy of th# 
true sort of stuff, 

Who’d fight though the black blood was flowing like 
butter-milk out of his buff. 
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There’s broken-nosed Bat from the mountain — last 
week he burst out of jail — 

And Murty the beautiful Tory, who’d scorn in a row 
to turn tail ; 

IJloody Bill will be there like a darling — and Jerry — 
och ! let him alone, 

Tor giving his blackthorn a flourish, or lifting a lump 
of a stone ! 


And Tim, who’d served in the militia, has his bayonet 
stuck on a pole ; 

Foxy Dick has his scythe in good order — a neat sort 
of tool on the whole ; 

A cudgel I see is your w^eapon, and never I knew it 
to fail ; 

But 1 think that a man is more handy who fights, as 
I do, with a flail. 


muster a hundred shillelahs, all handled by ile- 
gant men, 

ho battered the Donovans often, and now will go 
do it again : 

I'o-day we will teach them some manners, and show 
that, in spite of their talk, 

We still, like our fathers before us, are surely the 
cocks of the walk. 
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After cutting out work for the sexton by smashing a 
dozen or so, 

We’ll quit in the utmost of splendour, and down to 
Peg Slattery’s go ; 

In gallons we’ll wash down the battle, and drink to 
the next merry day. 

When mustering again in a body we all shall go 
leathering away. 

Maginn. 





GARRYOWEN. 

ET Bacchus’s sons be not dismayed, 

But join with me each jovial blade ; 

Come booze and sing and lend your aid 
To help me with the chorus : 

Instead of Spa w e’ll drink brow n ale. 
And pay the reckoning on the nail, 
No man for debt shall go to gaol 
From Garryowen in glory ! 

We are the boys that take delight in 
Smashing the limerick lamps w^hen lighting, 
Through the streets like sporters fighting, 

And bearing all before us. 

Instead of Spa, &c. 



Well break windows, well break doors. 

The watch knock down by threes and fours ; 
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Then let the doctors work their cures 
And tinker up our bruises. 

Instead of Spa, &c. 

We’ll beat the bailiffs, out of fun, 

We’ll make the mayor and sheriffs run : 

We are the boys no man dares dun. 

If he regards a whole skin. 

Instead of Spa, &:c. 

Our hearts, so stout, have got us fame, 

For soon ’tis known from whence we came ; 
WTiere’er we go they dread the name 
Of Garry ow'cn in glory. 

Instead of Spa, &:c. 

Johnny Connell’s tall and straight, 

And in his limbs he is comjjlete ; 

He’ll pitch a bar of any weight 
From Garryowen to Thoinond Gate. 

Instead of Spa, &:c. 

Garryowen is gone to wTack, 

Since Johnny Connell went to Cork, 
Though Darby O’Brien leapt over the dock. 
In spite of all the soldiers. 

Instead of Spa, &c. 


Anon. 



THE KERRY RECRUIT 


I 

, T, UST nine years ago and me diggin’ some land, 
I'wo brogues on my feet and a spade in my 
hand, 

•‘^nys I to myself, ‘ ’Tis a pity to see 
•'^uch a dashing young blade diggin’ turf in Tralee,* 
Wid my brogues so well greased and 
My face *twas so dirty. 

^0 I butthered my brogues and shook hands wid my 
spade, 

And I off to the fair, like a dashing young blade ; 

1 there met a sergeant, who axed me to list. 

' Arrah, sergeant,’ says I, * will ye tip me the fist.’ 

Wid my brogues, &c. 
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He gave me a shillin’, he said he’d no more \ 

When I’d get to Head Quarters I’d get half a score. 

‘ Head Quarters,’ says I, ‘ arrah, sergeant, good-bye ; 
I’m not going to be quartered — I’m in dread I might 
die.* 

With my brogues, fi:c. 

* Arrah, Paddy, be aisy, why can’t you abide ; 

Head Quarters is the place where we all do reside.’ 

I soon found his meaning and went wid good grace 
To take up my quarters in that royal place. 

Wid my brogues, &:c. 

Then up comes the Captain, a man of great fame, 

He axed me my county, I told him my name ; 

Then up wid my story and told him agin 
That my father and mother were two Kerry men. 
Wid my brogues, &c. 

Then up comes the Colonel to give me his thanks, 
He bade me take arms and fall into the ranks. 

‘ Arrah, Colonel, achree, won’t you lave me alone, 
Don’t you see that I’ve arms and legs of my own ? ’ 
Wid my brogues, &c. 

The first thing they gave me it was a red coat, 

Wid a great strap of leather to tie up my throat ; 
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rhey gave me a quare thing, I axed 'em * What’s that ? ’ 
And they told me it was a cockade for my hat. 

Wid my brogues, &c. 

The next thing they gave me it was a great gun, 

Wid powder and trigger and on her my thumb ; 

An’ first she spit fire and then she spit smoke, 

Wid a noise then like thunder my shoulder she broke. 
Wid my brogues, &c. 

The first place they sent me was ever so far 

In a quare thing they said was the King’s Man o* War ; 

Three sticks in the middle, and on her a sheet, 

And she walked on the water widout any feet. 

Wid my brogues, itc. 

We fought many battles wid pretty good luck 
At Vinegar Hill and at Ballinamuck, 
rhc balls and the powder they all were so hot 
I sneaked round behind them in dread of bein’ shot. 
Wid my brogues, &c. 

Now w^ar is all over and peace is come in, 

I’m paid all my wages, and God save the King ! 

Tm nine years in glory, and glad it’s not ten, 

And now I am back diggin’ praties agin. 

Wid my brogues so well greased and 
My face just as dirty. 


Anon. 



LANIGAN^S BALL, 


the town of Athy one Jeremy Lanigan 
^ Battered away till he hadn’t a pound, 

His father he died and made him a man again, 
Left him a farm and ten acres of ground ! 

He gave a grand party to friends and relations 
Who hadn’t forgot him when sent to the wall ; 
And if you'll just listen. I'll make your eyes glisten 
With the rows and the ructions of Lanigan’s ball. 

Myself, of course, got free invitations 
For all the nice boys and girls I’d ask, 

And in less than a minute the friends and relations 
Were dancing away like l)ees round a cask. 

Miss O'Hara, the nice little milliner, 

Tipped me the wink to give her a call. 

And soon I arrived with Timothy Glenniher 
Just in time for Lanigan’s ball. 
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There was lashins of punch and wine for the ladies, 
Potatoes and cakes and bacon and tay, 

The Nolans and Doolans and all the O’Gradys 
Were courtin* the girls and dancin* away. 

Songs there were as plenty as water, 

From ‘The Harp that once thro’ Tara’s ould Hall,’ 
To ‘ Sweet Nelly Gray ’ and ‘ The Ratcatcher’s 
Daughter,’ 

All singing together at Lanigan’s ball. 

They were startin’ all sorts of nonsensical dances, 
Turning around in a nate whirligig ; 
ihit Julia and I soon scatthcred their fancies, 

And tipped them the twist of a rale Irish jig. 

C)c h mavrone ! ’twas she that was glad o’ me : 

AVe danced till we thought the ceilin’ would fall 
(For I sjient three weeks in Burke’s Academy 
Learning a step for Lanigan’s ball). 

Phe boys were all merry, the girls were all hearty. 
Dancin’ away in couples and groujjs, 

H'hen an accident happened — young Terence McCarty 
He put his right foot through Miss Halloran’s hoops. 
I'he creature she fainted, and cried ‘ Millia murther ! ’ 
She called all her friends and gathered them all 
Ned Carmody swore he’d not stir a step further. 

But have satisfaction at l^nigan’s ball. 
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In the midst of the row Miss Kerrigan fainted-^ 

Her cheeks all the while were as red as the rose — 

Some of the ladies declared she was painted, 

She took a small drop of potheen, I suppose. 

Her lover, Ned Morgan, so j^ow’rful and able. 

When he saw his dear colleen stretched out by the 
wall. 

He tore the left leg from under the table, 

And smashed all the china at Lanigan’s ball. 

Oh, boys, there was the ructions — 

Myself got a lick from big Phelim McHugh, 

But I soon replied to his kind introductions, 

And kicked up a terrible hullabaloo. 

Old Shamus the pii)cr had like to be strangled, 

They squeezed iiji his pipes, bellows, chanters, and 
all; 

The girls in their ribbons they all got entangled, 

And that put an end to Lanigan’s ball. 

Anon. 




SONGS OF SPORT AND 


OCCUPATION 





^DANCE LIGHT, FOR MY HEART IT 
LIES UNDER YOUR FEET, LOVE: 

S H, sweet Kitty Neil, rise up from that wheel 

Your neat little foot will be weary from 
spinning ; 

Come trip down with me to the sycamore- tree, 

Half the parish is there and the dance is beginning, 
rile sun has gone down, but the full harvest moon 
shines sweetly and cool on the dew-whitened valley ; 
While all the air rings with the soft loving things, 

Each little bird sings in the green shaded valley.' 

With a blush and a smile, Kitty rose up the w^hile, 

Her eyes in the glass, as she bound her hair, glanc- 
ing ; 

’Tis hard to refuse, w’hen a young lover sues, — 

So she couldn't but choose to go off to the dancing. 
And now on the green the glad groups are seen^. 

Each gay-hearted lad with the lass of his choosing ; 
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And Pat without fail leads out sweet Kitty Neil, — 
Somehow, when he asked, she ne’er thought of re- 
fusing. 

Now Felix Magee puts his pipes to his knee, 

And with flourish so free sets each couple in motion ; 

With a cheer and a bound the lads patter the ground, — 
The maids move around just like swans on the 
ocean. 

Cheeks bright as the rose, feet light as the doe’s, 

Now coyly retiring, now boldly advancing, — 

Search the world all around from the sky to the ground. 
No such sight can be found as an Irish lass dancing. 

Sweet Kate ! who could view your bright eyes of deep 
blue, 

Beaming humidly through their dark lashes so 
mildly, — 

Your fair-turned arm, heaving breast, rounded form, — 
Nor feel his heart warm and his pulses throb wildly ? 

Young Pat feels his heart, as he gazes, depart. 

Subdued by the smart of such painful yet sweet 
love ; 

The sight leaves his eye, as he cries, with a sigh, 

‘ Dance lights for my fuart it lies under your feeU 
love!^ 


J. F. Waller. 




THE SPINNING-WHEEL SONG. 

ELLOW the moonlight to shine is beginning ; 
Close by the window young Eileen is spin- 
ning ; 

Bent o’er the fire her blind grandmother, sitting, 

Is crooning and moaning, and drowsily knitting : 

‘ Eileen achora, I hear some one tapping/ 

‘ Tis the ivy, dear mother, against the glass flapping/ 

‘ Eileen, I surely hear some one sighing/ 

‘’Tis the sound, mother dear, of the summer wind 
dying/ 

Merrily, cheerily, noisily whirring. 

Swings the wheel, spins the reel, while the foot’s 
stirring ; 

Sprightly and lightly and airily ringing, 

Thrills the sweet voice of the young maiden singing. 
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‘What’s that noise that 1 hear at the window, I 
wonder ? ’ 

‘ Tis the little birds chirping the holly-bush under.’ 

‘ What makes you be shoving and moving your stool 
on, 

And singing all wrong the old song of the Coolun ? ’ 

There’s a form at the casement — the form of her true 
love— 

And he whispers, with face bent, ‘ I’m waiting for you 
love. 

Get up on the stool, through the lattice step lightly ; 

We’ll rove in the grove while the moon’s shining 
brightly.’ 

Merrily, cheerily, noisily whirring, 

Swiilgs the wlieel, spins the reel, while the foot's 
stirring ; 

Sprightly and lightly and airily ringing, 

Thrills the sweet voice of the young maiden singing. 


The maid shakes her hand, on her lij) lays her fingers, 
Steals uj) from the seat — longs to go, and yet lingers ; 
A frightened glance turns to her drowsy grandmother, 
Puts one foot on the stool, spins the wheel with the 
other. 

Lazily, easily, swings now the wheel round. 

Slowly and lowly is heard now the reel’s round ; 
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Noiseless and light to the lattice above her 
The maid steps, then leaps to the arms of her lover, 
Slower— and slowet— and slower the wheel swings j 
Lower— and lower— and lower the reel rings ; 

Ere the reel and the wheel stopped their ringing 
and moving, 

Through the grove the young lovers by moonlight 
are roving 


j. F. Waller. 


THE IRISH SPINNING WHEEL, 


f ING me a song, 

Shiel, Shicl— 

As my foot on the reel 
Goes guidin* the wheel 
Along. 

For 1 keep better time 
To a musical rhyme, 

Than without.* 

‘ No doubt — 

But, Roseen, yourself start a tune — 
For I’ve heard 

* 

How a bird 

That sings by the light of the moon. 
Away over the ocean, 

Once took up a notion, 
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The vain little elf, that he’d fly 
To Ireland itself on the sly, 

And prove all the songs of our sky 
Wid the tone 
Of his own 

Could never at all at all vie — 

And he thought himself surely the best, 

And 'twas true for him pVaps of the rest ; 

But weVe all understood, 

Meetin^ you in the wood, 

As you warbled “ The Land of the West,” 

He should say. 

He’d no chance 
Wid you. 

So away 
Into France 
He flew.* 

‘Behave, Shiel, 

Yerra, don’t you feel 

How your blarneyin’ talk is delayin’ my reel ; 

If you won’t sing a song, 

As I’m spinnin’ along. 

Be off — for you’re idlin’ myself and the wheel’ 

‘ Is it so ? 

O ! Vo ! 

If off I should go 

Widout that 1 make.you the music, machree — 


*75 
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THE IRISH SPINNING-WHEEL, 


Down here, 

My dear, 

From this seat 
At your feet, 

1^11 up wid the song that^s the dearest to me.' 

Song, 

Show me a sight 
liates for delight 

An ould Irish wheel wid a young Irish girl at it. 

O ! No » 

Nothing you’ll show, 

Aquals her sittin’ and takin’ a twirl at it. 

Look at her there, 

Night in her hair — 

'l"hc blue ray of day from her eye laughin’ out on us 
hai\, an’ a foot, 

Terfec't of cut. 

Peepin’ to put an end to all doubt in us 

' That there’s a sight 
Bates for delight 

An ould Irish wheel wid a young Irish girl at it. 

O ! No ! 

Nothin’ you’ll show, 

Aquals her sittin’ an’ takin’ a twirl at it. 
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See ! the lamb’s wool 
Turns coarse an’ dull 

By them soft, beautiful, weeshy w^hite hands of her. 
Down goes her heel, 

Roun* runs the wheel. 

Purrin’ wid pleasure to take the commands of her. 

Then show me a sight 
Bates for delight 

An ould Irish wheel wid a young Irish girl at it. 

O ! No ! 

Nothin’ you'll show 

Aquals her siltin’ an’ takin’ a twirl at it. 

I'alk of Throe Pates, 

Sealed on seals, 

Sj)innin’ and shearin’ away till they’ve done for me, 
You may want three 
P'or your niassacree, 

But one fate for me, bo)s, and only the one for me : 
And 

Isn’t that fate, 

Pictured com plate — 

An ould Irish wheel wid a young Irish girl at it ? 

O I No I 

Nothin’ you’ll show 

Aquals her sittin’ an’ takin’ a twirl at it. 

N 



DARBY THE BLAST. 



H, my name it is Darby the Blast ! 

My country is Ireland all over ; 
My religion is never to fast, 


But live, as I wander, in clover ; 


To make fun for myself every day, 

The ladies to ])lease when I’m able, 
The boys to amuse as 1 ])Iay, 

And make the jug dance off my table. 
Oh, success to the chanter, my dear ! 


Your eyes on each side you may cast. 

But there isn’t a house that is near you 
But they're glad to have Darby the Blast, 

And they’ll tell ye ’tis he that can cheer you. 
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Oh, ’tis he can put life in a feast ! 

What music lies under his knuckle, 

As he plays * Will I send for the Priest ? ’ 

Or a jig they call ‘ Cover the Buckle ! * 

Oh, good luck to the chanter, your sowl ! 

But give me an audience in rags, 

'Fhey’re ilegant people for listening ; 

Tis they that can hurSour the bags 
As I rise a fine tune at a christening. 
There’s many a wedding I make 

Where they never get further nor sighing, 
And when I performed at a wake, 

The corpse looked delighted at dying. 

Oh, success to the chanter, your sowl 


Lkvlr 



THE BOJVLD SOJER BOY. 

t H ! there’s not a trade that’s going, 
Worth showing, 

Or knowing, 

Like that from glory growing 
For a bowld sojer hoy ! 

When right or left we go, 

Sure you know, 

Friend or foe 
Will have the hand or toe 
From a bowld sojer boy ! 

There’s not a town we march thro’. 
But the ladies, looking arch thro’ 

^ The window-panes, will search thro’ 
The ranks to find their joy ; 
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While up the street, 

Each girl you meet, 

With look so sly. 

Will cry, ‘ My eye ! 

Oh, isn’t he a darling, the bowld sojer boy ? ’ 


But when we get the rout, 

How they pout, 

And they shout, 

While to the right about 
Goes the bowld sojer boy ; 

Oh, ’tis then that ladies fair, 

In despair, 

Tear their hair, 

‘ But the divil a one I care,’ 

Says the bowld sojer boy ! 

For the world is all before us, 

Where the landladies adore us, 

And ne’er refuse to score us, 

But chalk us up with joy ; 

We taste her taj) — 

We tear her cap — 

‘ Oh ! that’s the chap 
For me ! ’ 

Says she, 

* Oh 1 isn’t he a darling, the bowld sojer boy ! ’ 
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*• Then come along with me, 

Graniachree, 

And you’ll see 
How happy you will be 

With your bowld sojer boy ; 

Faith ! if you’re up to fun, 

With me run : 

’Twill be done 

In the snapping of a gun,’ 

Says the bowld sojer boy ; 

‘ And ’tis then that without scandal, 

Myself will jiroudly dandle 
The little farthing candle 

Of our mutual flame, iny joy ; 

May his light shine 
As bright as mine, 

Till in ihe.lmc 
He’ll blaze. 

And raise 

'I'he glory of his cori)s, like a bowld sojer boy ! ’ 




Lover. 



THE LEPRECAUN. OR FAIRY 
SHOEMAKER 
A Rhyme ior Children. 

ITTLE cowboy, what have you heard, 

Up on the lonely rath's green mound ? 
Only the plaintive yellow-bird 
Singing in sultry fields around? 

Chary, char>’, chary, chee-e ! 

Only the grasshopper and the bee ? 

‘ Tip-tap, rip-rap, 

Tick-a-tack-too ! 

Scarlet leather sewn together, 

This will make a shoe. 

I.,eft, right, pull it tight. 

Summer days are warm ; 

Underground in winter. 

Laughing at the storm ! ’ 
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Lay your ear close to the hill : 

Do you not catch the tiny clamour, 
Busy click of an elfin hammer, 
Voice of the Leprecaun singing shrill 
As he merrily plies his trade ? 

He’s a span 

And a quarter in height : 

Get him in sight, hold him fast, 

And you’re a made 
Man ! 


You watch your cattle the summer day, 

Sup on ])otatoes, sleej) in the hay ; 

How should you like to roll in your caniage 
And look for a duchess’s daughter in marriage 
Seize the shoemaker, so you may ! 

‘ Big boots a hunting, 

Sandals in the hall, 

White for a wedding-feast. 

And pink for a ball : 

This way, that way. 

So we make a shoe, 

Getting rich every stitch, 

Tick-tack-too ! ’ 

Nine-and-ninety treasure crocks, 

This keen miser>fairy hath. 



THE LEPRkCAUH. 


185 


Hid in mountain, wood, and rocks, 

Ruin and round- tower, cave and rath, 

And where the cormorants build ; 

From times of old 
Guarded by him ; 

Each of them filled 
Full to the brim 
With gold ! 

I caught him at work one day m>sclf, 

In the castle-ditch where the foxglove grows 
A wrinkled, w'i/ened, and bearded elf, 

Specta( les stuck on the top of his nose, 
Silver buckles to his hose. 

Leather apron, shoe in his laj) ; 

‘ Rip-rap, tij)-lap, 

I'ick-tack-too ! 

A grig slepfied upon my cap, 

Away the moth flew’. 

Buskins for a fairy prince, 

Brogues for his son, 

Pay me well, pay me wx*ll, 

When the job’s done.’ 

'I'he rogue was mine beyond a doubt, 

I stared at him ; he stared at me ! 

‘ Servant, sir ! ’ ‘ Humph ! ’ said he, 

And pulled a snuff-box out. 
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'JHi LEPRECAVS, 


He took a long pinch, looked better pleased, 
The queer little Leprecaun ; 

Offered the box with a whimsical grace,— 
Pouf 1 he flung the dust in my face,— 

And, while I speezed, 

Was gone ! 

W. Allingham. 




THE FOX HUNT. 


f HE first morning of March in the year *33 
^ There was frolic and fun in our own country : 
The King’s County hunt over meadows and 
rocks 

Most nobly set out in the search of a fox. 

Hullahoo ! harkaway ! hullahoo ! harkaway ! 
Hullahoo ! harkaway, boys ! away, harkaway ! 

When they started bold Reynard he faced Tullamore, 
through Wicklow and Arklow along the sea-shore ; 
There he brisked up his brush with a laugh, and, says 
he, 

‘ ’Tis mighty refreshing this breeze from the sea,’ 
Hullahoo ! harkaway ! &c. 

With the hounds at his heels every inch of the way, 
He led us by sunset right into Roscrea * 
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Here he ran up a chimney and out of the top, 

The rogue he cried out for the hunters to stop 
I' rom their loud harkaway ! &c. 

‘ ’'Fwas a long thirsty stretch since we left the sea- 
shore, 

13ut, lads, here you’ve gallons of claret galore ; 

Myself will make free just to slip out of view, 

And take a small imll at my own mountain dew,’ 

So no more hullahoo ! i\:( . 

One hundred and twenty good sportsmen went down. 
And sought him from Ikillyland through Ballyboyne ; 
We swt)re that we'd watch him the length of the night, 
So Reynard, sl\ Keynard, lay hid till the light. 
Hullahoo ! harkaway ! 

But the hills they re-echoed right early next morn 
With the cry of the hounds and the call of the horn, 
And in s])ite of his action, his craft, and lus skill, 

Our fine fox ^^as taken on top of the hill. 

Hullahoo ! harkaway ! tVc. 

When Reynard he knew tliat his death was so nigh, 
For pen, ink, and j)a])er he called with a sigh ; 

And all his dear wishes on earth to fulfil, 

With these few dying words he declared his last will, 
^\"hile we ceased harkaway ! &c 
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' Here’s to you, Mr. Casey, my Curraghmore estate, 
And to you, young O’Brien, my money and plate, 

\nd to you, Thomas Uennihy, my whip, spurs, and 
cap, 

f'or no leap was so cross that you’d look for a gap.’ 
And of what he made mention they found it no 
blank. 

For he gave tliem a cheque on the National 
Bank. 






JX)ATMAN'S HYMN. 


ARK that bears me through foam and squall, 
Vou in the storm arc my castle- wall ; 

Though the sea should redden from bottom to 
top, 

From tiller to mast she takes no drop. 

On the tide top, the tide toj), 

Wherry aroon, my land and store ! 

On the tide tof), the tide top, 

She is the boat can sail ^o-lcor ! 

She dresses herself, and goes gliding on. 

Like a dame in her robes of the Indian lawn ; 

For God has blessed her, gunnel and wale : 

And oh ! if you saw her stretch out to the gale, 

On the tide top, &c. 
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W’hillan, ahoy ! old heart of stone, 

Stooping so black o’er the beach alone, 

Answer me well — on the bursting brine 
Saw you ever a bark like mine? 

On the tide top, &c. 

Says Whillan, ‘ Since first I was made of stone, 

1 have looked abroad o’er the beach alone : 

But till to-day on the bursting brine 
Saw 1 never a bark like thine ! ’ 

On the tide top, &c. 

' ^lod of the air I ’ the seamen shout 
Wlicn they see us tossing the brine about ; 
liive us the shelter of strand or rock, 

Or through and through us she goes with a shock ! ’ 
On the tide top, Sic. 

( Trans, from the Celtic hy Sir Samuel Ferguson. ) 





THE POTATO-DIGGERS S SONG. 

f OME, Connal, acushla, turn the clay, 

And show the luni])ers the light, gossoon ! 
For we must toil this autumn day, 

With Heaven’s help, till rise of the moon. 
Our corn is stacked, our hay sec ure, 

Thank God 1 and nothing, my hoy, remains, 
But to pile the jiotatoes safe on the flure. 

Before the coming November rains. 

'I'he peasant’s mine is his harvest still ; 

So now, my lads, let’s work with a will ; — 
Work hand and foot, 

Work spade and hand, 

Work spade and hand 

Through the crumbly mould ; 

The bles.sed fruit 
That grows at the root 
Is the real gold 
Of Ireland. 
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Och ! I wish that Maurice and Mary dear 
Were singing beside us this soft day ; 

Of course they’re far better off than here : 

But whether they’re happier who can say ? 

Fve heard when it’s morn with us, ’tis night 
With them on the far Australian shore ; — 

AVell, Heaven be about them with visions bright, 
And send them childer and money galore. 

With us there’s many a mouth to fill, 

And so, my boy, let’s work with a will 
Work hand and foot, 

Work spade and hand. 

Work spade and hand 

Through the brown dry mould ; 

The blessed fruit 
That grows at the root 
Is the real gold 
Of Ireland. 

Ah, then, Paddy O’Reardan, you thundering Turk, 
Is it coorting you are in the blessed noon. 

Come over here, Katty, and mind your work, 

Or I’ll see if your mother can’t change your tune. 

W’ell, youth will be youth, as you know, Mike, 
Sixteen and twenty for each were meant ; 

But, Pat, in the name of the fairies, avick, 

Defer your proposals till after Lent ; 


O 
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. THE POTATO-DIGGER'S SONG, 


And as love in this country lives mostly still 
On potatoes — dig, boy, dig with a will ; — 
Work hand and foot, 

Work spade and hand, 

Work spade and hand 
Through the harvest mould ; 

The blessed fruit 
That grows at the root 
Is the real gold 
Of Ireland. 

Down the bridle road the neighbours ride, 
Through the light ash shade, by the wheaten 
sheaves ; 

And the children sing on the mountain side 
In the sweet blue smoke of the burning leaves. 
As the great sun sets in glory furled, 

Faith, 4t 's grand to think, as I watch his face, 

As he never sets on the English world. 

He never, lad, sets on the Irish race. 

In the West, in the South, new Irelands still 
Grow up in his light. Come, work with a will 
Work hand and foot. 

Work spade and hand. 

Work spade and hand 
Through the native mould ; 
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The blessed fruit 
That grows at the root 
Is the real gold 
Of Ireland. 

But look ! — the round moon, yellow as com, 

Comes up from the sea in the deep blue calm ; 

It scarcely seems a day since morn ; — 

Well, the heel of the evening to you, ma’am ! 

Cod bless the moon ! for many a night. 

As I restless lay on a troubled bed. 

When rent was due, her quietest light 
Has flattered with dreams my poor old head. 

But see — the basket remains to fill : 

Come, girls, be alive; — boys, dig with a will ; — 
Work hand and foot, 

Work spade and hand. 

Work sjjade and hand 

Through the moonlit mould ; 

The blessed fruit 
That grows at the root 
Is the real gold 
Of Ireland. 


Thomas Irwin. 





FATHER FLYNN, 



F priests we can offer a charmin’ variety, 

Far renowned for lamin’ and piety ; 

Still, I’d advance ye, w'idout impropriety, 
Father O’Flynn as the flower of them all. 
Here’s a health to you, Father O’ Flynn, 
Slaint^, and slaint^, and slaint^ agin 
Powerfulest preacher, and 
Tinderest teacher, and 
Kindliest creature in ould Donegal. 


Don’t talk of your Provost and Fellows of Trinity, 
Famous for ever at Oreck and Latinity, 

« Dad, and the divils and all at Divinity, 

Father O’Flynn ’d make hares of them all ! 
Come, I venture to give ye my word. 

Never the likes of his logic was heard, 
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Down from mythology 
Into thayology, 

Troth ! and conchology, if he*d the call. 

Here's a health, &c, 

Och ! Father O’Flynn, you've the wonderful way 
wid you. 

All ould sinners are wishful to pray wid you. 

All the young childer are wild for to play wid you. 
You’ve such a way wid you, Father avick. 

Still, for all you’re so gentle a soul — 

Gad ! you’ve your flock in the grandest tontrol : 
Checking the crazy ones, 

Coaxin’ onaisy ones. 

Lifting the lazy ones on wid the stick. 

Here’s a health, &:c. 

And though quite avoidin’ all foolish frivolity, 

Still at all seasons of innocent jollity, 

Where was the play-boy could claim an equality 
At comicality, Father, wid you ? 

Once the Bishop looked grave at your jest. 

Till this remark set him off with the rest ; 

‘ Is it lave gaiety 
All to the laity ? 

Cannot the clergy be Irishmen too ?’ 

Here’s a health, &c. 




TOM MOODY. 



OU all knew Tom Moody, the whii)per-in, well ; 
The bell just done tolling was honest Tom’s 


knell. 


A more able sj)ortsman ne’er follow’d a hound, 

Thro’ a country well known to him fifty miles round. 
No hound ever open’d with Tom near the wood. 

But he’d challenge the tone, and could tell if ’twere 
good ; 

And all with attention would eagerly mark 
When he cheer’d up the pack, ‘ Hark ! to Rookwood, 
hark ! hark I 


High ! — wind him ! and cross him ! 
Now, Rattler, boy !— Hark !’ 


Six crafty earth-stoppers, in hunter’s green drest, 
Supported poor Tom to an * earth ’ made for rest ; 
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}Iis horse, which he styled his ‘Old Soul,' next appear’d, 
On whose forehead the brush of the last fox was 
rear’d ; 

AV’hip, cap, boots, and spurs, in a trophy w'cre bound. 
And here and there follow’d an old straggling hound. 
Ah ! no more at his voice yonder vales will they trace, 
Nor the welkin resound to the burst in the chase ! — 
With ‘ High ovci ! — now i)rcss him ! 

Tally-ho !— Tally-ho ! ’ 

Thus l^om si)oke his friends ere he gave iij) his breath : 
‘ Since I see you’re resolved to be in at the death, 
One favour bestow — ’tis the last I shall crave— 

(hve a rattling view-holloa thrice over my grave ; 

And unless at that warning I lift up my head, 

My boys, you may fairly conclude I am dead ! ’ 
Honest Tom was obey’d, and the shout rent the sky, 
h'or every voice joined in the tally-ho cry, 

‘ Tally-ho ! Hark, forward ! 

Tally-ho! Tally-ho 1’ 


Andrew Cherry. 



THE COUNTY OF LIMERICK 


BUCKHUNT 

Y your leave, Larry (irogan, 

Enough has been s))oken ; 

Tis time to give over your sonnet, your sonnet. 

Come, listen to mine, 

Tis far better than thine, 

Though not half the time was spent on it, spent on it. 

Oh ! ’tis of ^ buck slain 
In this very camjxiign : 

To let him live longer ’twere pity, ’twere pity ; 

For fat and for haunches. 

For head and for branches. 

Exceeding the mayor of a city, a city. 
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A council assembled 
(Who’d think but he trembled ?) 

Of lads of good spirit, well mounted, well mounted ; 
Each with whip and with cap on, 

And spurs made at Ripon, 

To the number of twenty were counted, were counted. 

Off, a score, we went bounding. 

Sweet horns were sounding, 

Each youth fill’d the air with a whoop and a halloo ; 
Dubourg, were he there, 

Such sweet music to hear, 

^Vould leave his Cremona, and follow, and follow. 

Knockaderk and Knockaney, 

And hills twice as many, 

Saw us fly o’er their stone w^alls, and hedges, and 
ditches. 

He skimmed o’er the grounds. 

But to baffle our hounds 

Was ne’er yet in any buck’s breeches, buck’s breeches. 

Four hours he held out 
Most surprisingly stout, 

Till at length to his fate he submitted, submitted ; 

His throat being cut up, 

The poor culprit put up, 

To the place where he came was remitted, remitted. 
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A i)lace most enchanting, 

Where nothing was wanting 
That poor hungry huntsman could wish, sir, could 
wish, sir. 

Though our number was there, 

Yet of delicate fare 

For every man was a dish, sir, a dish, sir. 

Wc fell-to with fury. 

Like a long-famish’d jur>', 

Nor stay’d we for grace to our dinner, our dinner ; 
The butler a-sweating, 

1'he knives all a- whetting ; 

'rhe edge of each stomach w'as keener, w'as keener. 

Oh ! the bum]>ers w'cnt round, 

With an elegant sound, 

Chink, chink, like sweet l^ells, w’cnt the glasses, the 
glasses. 

We drank Queen and King 
And each other fine thing, 

Then bumj)er’d the beautiful lasses, sweet lasses. 

There was Singleton (Cherry), 

And sweet Sally Curry, 

Miss Croker, Miss Bligh, and Miss Prittie, Miss 
Prittie ; 
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With lovely Miss Persse, 

That subject for verse, 

W ho shall ne’er be forgot in my ditty, my ditty. 

With a great many more, 

From fifteen to a score ; 

Oh ! had you but seen them together, together. 

Such charms you’d discover. 

You’d pity the lover, 

And look on St. James’s—a feather, a feather. 

Long prosper this county, 

And higb-sherifTs bounty, 

W here thus we indulge, and make merry, make merry 
For, jovial as we are. 

We’ll puff away care 

To poor busy Robin, and Fleury, and Reury. 




THE POACHER. 

’RYAN was a man of might 
Whin Ireland was a nation, 

But poachin’ was his heart's delight 
And constant occupation. 

Ho had an ould militia gun, 

And sartin sure his aim was ; 

He gave the keepers many a run 
And wouldn’t mind the game laws. 

St Pathrick wunst was passin’ by 
O’Ryan’s little houldin’. 

And, as the saint felt wake and dhry% 
He thought he’d enther bould in. 
‘O’ Ryan,’ says the saint, ‘ avick ! 

To praich at Thurles I’m goin’, 

So let me have a rasher quick, 

And a dhrop of Innishowen.’ 
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* No rasher will I cook for you, 

While betther is to spare, sir, 

But here’s a jug of mountaii^dew, 

And there’s a rattlin’ hare, sir.’ 

St. Pathrick he looked mighty sweet, 

And, says he, * Good luck attind you. 
And, when you’re in your windin’ sheet, 

It’s up to heaven I’ll sind you.’ 

O’Ryan gave his pipe a whiff — 

‘ Them tidin’s is thransportin’ ; 

But may I ax your saintship if 
There’s any kind of si)ortin’ ? ’ 

St. Pathrick said, ‘ A lion’s there. 

Two bears, a bull, and cancer ’ — 

‘ Bedad,’ says Mick, ‘ the huntin’s rare ; 

St. Pathrick, I’m your man, sir.* 

So, to conclude my song aright. 

For fear I’d tire your patience. 

You’ll see O’Ryan any night 
Amid the constellations. 

And Venus follows in his track, 

Till Mars grows jexdous raally, 

But, faith, he fears the Irish knack 
Of handling the shillaly. 

Charles G. Halpime. 




THE IRISH REAPER’S SOHG. 


EI.L, never a pleasanter meal IVe cat, 
Thank (iod, than this that now is done ; 
Come, hoys and girls who love the sun, 
And let us go out into the wheat. 

Mary, hand me (jui(k 

My bran-new sickle down from the thatch, 
And take this kiss for handsel. Dick, 

Just put a string about the latch, 

Lcstways the pig should burst the door, 

And in the cradle fright the child, 

"I'he jiurtiest your mother bore. 

As 'tis the last — 'iwould drive her wild 


If ill-luck happened him. All right : 
With hearts as light as sun is bright, 
Now for a happy harvest day, — 
Reapers and binders, young and gay : 
Bend in the heat. 

And close to your feet 
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Cut down the wheat 

We sowed in spring ; 

And lay it bound 
Light on the ground, 

While lads around 
And lasses sing. 

A glorious morning, hot and still, 

There’s not a cloud, and scarce a sound, 
Except where yonder from the mound 
Drums the w'heel of the w'hitcwashed mill. 
How strong the great sun showers his rays 
Upon the corn they’ve turned to gold ! 
If it could hear us sing its praise, 

As once the people did of old, 

Its ears would better like the tune — 
Chiefly if young Rose yonder sung — 
Than any breeze of morn or noon 
That ever moved its stems among ; 
f'or there’s no music like the voice 
Of a colleen that’s glad, my boys ; 

And we have reason just to drop 
Upon our knees for this fine crop : — 

Bend in the heat, 

And close to your feet 
Cut down the wheat 

We sowed in spring ; 
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And lay it bound 
Light on the ground, 

While lads around 
And lasses sing. 

Hurrah ! my friends, youVe done your best — 
Half the field cut with half the day ! 

Let us be gay : all work is play 
When it brings ptofit. Now for a rest, 

And drink beside the streamlet blue. 

How pleasantly the thrushes sing, 

And see, from town the sparrows, too. 

Have come to join our harvesting : 

How close the whistling swallows fly— 

Not one of them that hasn’t come 
Up from the far hot Southern sky, 

Pcrhajjs from Clrecce or holy Rome. 

If from America they flew, 

I’d like them more ’twixt me and you. 

For they’d have seen our friends — oghone !— 
Well, the sun sees them, and the moon : — 
But, up ! and beat, 

My boys, complete 
This field of wheat 

We sowed in spring ; 

And lay it bound 
Light on the ground. 
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While lads around 
And lasses sing. 

For politics I don’t much care 
Upon a day so fine, because 
Better are Nature’s old Corn I^ws 
'I'han them whose chaff was wonst our share 
In Peter’s heart young Kate at least 
Has fixity of tenure— eh ? 

\nd for improvements made, the priest 
Will put them in the lease some day ; 

\nd if ever we had a Parliament 

% 

In College (Ireen, Rory, my boy, 

Sure you’d be sent to represent 
The reapers — but for Fallen Hoey : — 

Such whispering ! — and how long, you thief, 

'I wo sw^eethearts take to bind a sheaf ! 

But as you’re both in want of brogues. 

And even love’s path has thorns, ye rogues — 
Bend in the heat. 

Close to your feet, 

Cut down the wheat 

We sow^ed in spring ; 

And lay it bound 
Light on the ground, 

While lads around 
And lasses sing. 
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Yon sun which sinks the hills behind 
A finer harvest never saw ; 

The wheat will feed us, and the straw 
Will shield us from the winter wind. 

And now the last thrush leaves the tree, 
Our cottage turf-smoke rises blue 
Up to the sickle moon, as we 

Plod homeward in the heavy dew ; 

No other Race can work so much 
On little, as we can, they say, 

And would we had to rea]) as rich 
A field all night, as this to-day. 

Put now for a dance, and then to rest 
After a taste of true ])Otheen ; 

I’o drink to friends in the ICast and West 
And to old Ireland’s isle of green ! 

For all the heat, 

Our work was sweet ; 

Now w’ith our feet 

The floor shall ring ; 

And friend with friend 
Their songs shall blend, 

To happily end 

Our harvesting ! 


T C. Irwin. 



FARRELL THE FIDDLER. 


N OW, thin, what has become of Thady O’Farrell? 
The honest poor man, what’s delayin’ him, 
why? 

^ >h, the thrush might be dumb, and the lark cease to 
carol, 

^Vhin his music began to comether the sky. 

I hree summers have gone since we’ve missed you, 
O’Farrell, 

From the weddin’, and patron, and fair on the 
green ; 

In an hour to St John we’ll light up the tar-barrel — 
but ourselves we’re not flatter’n’ that thin you’ll be 
seen. 

O’Thady, we’ve watched and we’ve waited for ever, 

To see your ould self steppin’ into the town — 

PS 
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O^FARRELL THE FIDDLER. 


Wid your corduroys patched so clane and so qlever, 
And the pride of a Guelph in your smile or your 
frown. 

Till some one used say, ‘ Here’s Thady O’Farrell ; ’ 
And, *God bless the good man ! let’s go meet him,’ 
we cried — 

And wid this from their play, and wid that from their 
quarrel, 

All the little ones ran to be first at your side. 

Soon amongst us you’d stand, wid the ould people’s 
blessin’, 

As they lean’d from the door to look out at you 
pass ; 

Wid the colleen’s kiss-hand, and the childer’s caressin’, 
And the boys fightin’, sure, which ’d stand your first 
glass. 


Thin you’d give us the news out of Cork and Kil- 
larney — 

Had O’Flynn married yet ? — Was ould Mack still at 
work ? — 

Shine’s political views — Barry’s last bit of blarney — 
And the boys you had met on their way to New 
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And when from the sight of our say-frontin^ village 
The far-frownin’ Blasquet stole into the shade, 

\nd the warnin’ of night called up from the tillage 
The girl wid her basket, the boy wid his spade : — 

By the glowin’ turf-fire, or the harvest moon’s glory, 

In the close-crowded ring that around you we 
made, 

We’d no other desire than your heart-thrillin’ story. 

Or the song that you’d sing, or the tune that you 
played. 

ril) you’d ax, wid a leap from your seat in the middle, 
And a shufile and slide of your foot on the floor, 

‘ Will we try a jig-step, boys and girls, to the fiddle ; ’ 
‘ Faugh a ballagh,’ we cried, ‘ for a jig, to be sure.’ 

For whinever you’d start jig or j)lanxty so merry, 

Wid their caperin’ twirls, and their rollickin’ runs, 
Where’s the heel or the heart in the kingdom of Kerry 
Of the boys and the girls wasn’t wid you at once ? 

So you’d tune wid a sound that arose as delightin’ 

As our old colleen’s voice, so sweet and so clear, 

As she coyly wint round, wid a curtsy invidn* 

The best of the boys for the fun to prepare* 
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For a minute or two, tilHhe couples were ready, 

On your shoulder and chin the fiddle lay quiet ; 

Then down came your bow so quick and so steady, 
And away we should spin to the left or the right ! 

Thin how Micky Dease forged steps was a wonder, 
And well might our women of Roseen be proud— 

Such a face, such a grace, and her darlin’ feet under, 
Like two swallows skimmin’ the skirts of a cloud ! 

Thin, Thady, ochone I come back, for widout you 
We are never as gay as we were in the past : 

Oh, Thady, mavronc, why thin I wouldn’t doubt you 
Humh ! boys, husszah ! here’s O’Farrell at last ! 





WINDLASS SONG. 



EAVE at the windlass I — Heave 
men * 

Heave all at once, with a will ! 
The tide’s quickly making, 
Our cordage is creaking, 

The water has i)ul on a frill, 
Heave O ! 


O, 


cheerly. 


Tare-you-well, sweethearts ! — Heave 0, cheerly, men ! 
Shore gambarado and sport ! 

The good ship all ready, 

* Each dog-vane* is steady. 

The wind blowing dead out of port, 

Heave O ! 


Once in blue water— Heave O, cheerly, men ! 
Blow it from north or from south ; 
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She’ll stand to it tightly, 

And curtsy politely, 

And carry a bone in her mouth, 

Heave 0 ! 

Short cruise or long cruise — Heave 0, cheerly, men ! 
Jolly Jack Tar thinks it one. 

No latitude dreads he 
Of White, Black, or Red sea. 

Great icebergs, or tropical sun, 

Heave O ! 

One other turn, and Heave O, cheerly, men ! 

Heave, and good-bye to the shore ! 

Our money, how went it ? 

We shared it and spent it ; 

Next year we’ll come back with some more, 
Heave O ! 


Allingham. 



THE MILKMAID. 


H, where are you going so early? he said ; 
Good luck go with you, my pretty maid ; 
To tell you my mind Fm half afnud — 

But I wish I were your sweetheart. 

When the morning sun is shining low. 
And the cocks in every farmyard crow, 
1*11 carry your pail, 

O’er hill and dale, 

And 111 go with you a-milking. 

I’m going a-milking, sir, says she, 

Through the dew, and across the lea ; 

You ne’er would even yourself to me, 

Or take me for your sweetheart 
When the morning suii, &c. 


THE MILEMAW. 


Now give me your milking-stool a whil^ 
To cany it down to yonder stile ; 

I’m wishing every step a mile, 

And myself your only sweetheart. 

When the morning sun, &c 

Oh, here’s the stile in under the tree, 

And there’s the path in the gras| for me. 
And I thank you kindly, sir, says she. 

And wish you a better sweetheart. 

When the morning sun, &c. 

Now give me your milking-j)ail, says he, 
And while we’re going across the lea, 

Pray reckon your master’s cows to me, 
Although I’m not your sweetheart 
When the morning sun, ^:c. 

Two of them red, and two of them white, 
Two of them yellow, and silky bright : 

She told him her master’s cows aright, 
Though he was not her sweetheart 
When the morning sun, &c. 

She sat and milk’d in the morning sun, 
And when her milking was over and done, 
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She founts him waiting, all as one 
As if he were her sweetheart 
When the morning sun$ &c. 

He freely offer’d her his heart and hand : — 
Now she has a farm at her command, 

And cows of her own to graze the land : 
Success to all true sweethearts ! 

•When the morning sun, &c. 

Allingham. 



THE KILRUDDERY HUNT 



ARK ! hark ! jolly sportsmen, a while to my tale, 
Which to gain your attention Tm sure cannot 
fail : 


Tis of lads and of horses, and dogs that ne’er tire, 
O’er stone walls and hedges, thro’ dale, bog, and brier ; 
A pack of such hounds, and a set of such men, 

Tis fifty to one if you meet with again ; 

Had Nimrod, the mightiest of hunters, been there, 
Fore-gad he’d have shook like an aspen for fear. 


Tn seventeen hundred and forty and four, 

The fifth of December, I think ’twas no more. 

At five in the morning, by most of the clocks, 

We rode from Kilniddery in search of a fox. 

The Leighlinstown landlord, the brave Owen Bray, 
And Johnny Adair, too, were with iis that day ; 

Joe Debil, Hal Preston — those huntsmen so stout — 
Dick Holmes, some few others : and so we set out 
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We cast off our hounds for an hour or more ; 

When Wanton set up a most tuneable roar, 

‘Hark ! Wanton,* cried Joe, and the rest were not 
slack : 

For Wanton *s no trifler esteemed by the pack ; 

Old Bounty and Collier came readily in, 

And every hound joined in the musical din : 

Had Diana been there, she*d been pleased to the life, 
And one of the lads got a Goddess to wife. 

I’en minutes past nine was the time of the day 
^Vhen Reynard broke cover, and this was his way — 
As strong from Kilegar, as tho* he feared none. 

Away he brush’d round by the house of Kilternan, 

I’o Carrickmines thence, and to Cherrywood then, 
Steep Shankhill he climbed, and to Ballyman glen, 
Bray Common he crossed, leap'd Lord Anglesey’s wall, 
And seemed to say, ‘ Little 1 care for you all.’ 

He ran Bushes Grove up to Carbury Byms — 

Joe Debil, Hal Preston, kept leading by turns ; 

'J'he earth it was open, yet he was so stout, 

I'ho’ he might have got in, still he chose to keep out ; 
To Malpas high hills was the way that he dew. 

At Dalkey’s stone common we had him in view ; 

He drove on to Bullock, then slunk Glenagairy, 

And so on to Monkstown, where Laura grew weaiy. 



TffM KttkubDnkf ifcrMT. 


Thro* Rochestown wood, like an arrow he passed, 
And came to the steep hills of Dalkey at last ; 

There gallantly plunged himself into the sea, 

And said in his heart, ‘ None can now follow me ;* 
But soon, to his cost, he perceived that no bounds 
Could stop the pursuit of the staunch-mettled hounds : 
His policy here did not serve him a rush, 

Five couple of Tartars were hard at his brush. 

To recover the shore then again was his drift ; 

But ere he could reach to the top of the clift, 

He found both of sj)eed and of daring a lack, 

Being waylaid and killed by the rest of the i)ack. 

At his death there were i)resent the lads I have sung, 
Save I^rry, who, riding a garron, was flung : 

Thus ended at length a most wonderful chase, 

That held us five hours and ten minutes space. 

We returned to Kilruddery’s plentiful board, 

Where dwelt hospitality, truth, and my Lord ; * 

We talked o’er the chase, and we toasted the health 
Of the man who ne’er struggled for place or for 
wealth. 

‘ Owen Bray balked a leap,* says Hal Preston ; ‘ *twas 
odd.’ 

‘*Twas shameful,’ cried Jack, ‘by the great L— - 
G — 1’ 


' Lord Meath. 
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Said Preston, ‘ I holloa’d, “ Get on, tho* you fall ; 

Or I’ll leap over you, your blind gelding and all.”’ 

Each glass then we quaffed to freedom and- sport, 

1 or party affairs we consigned to the Court : 

Thus we finished the rest of the day, and the night. 

In gay flowing bumpers and social delight. 

Then till the next meeting bid farewell each brother. 
And we went on our way, well pleased with each 
other ; 

As Phoebus befriended our earlier roam, 
iso Luna took care of conducting us home. 





SONGS OF PHILOSOPHY 




COME, SEND ROUND THE WINE, 



OME, send round the wine, and leave points ot 
belief 


To simpleton sages and reasoning fools ; 

This moment’s a flower too fair and brief, 

To be wither’d and stain’d by the dust of the 
schools : 


Vour glass may be purjjle, and mine may be blue. 

But while they are fill’d from the same bright 
bowl. 

The fool, who would quarrel for difference of hue. 
Deserves not the comfort they shed o’er the souL 


Shall I ask the brave soldier who fights by my side 
In the cause of mankind, if our creeds agree ? 
Shall I give up the friend I have valued and tried, • 
If he kneel not before the same altar with me ? 

Qa 
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From the heretic girl of my soul should I fly, 

To seek somewhere else a more orthodox kiss ? 
No I perish the hearts and the laws that try 
Truth, valour, or love, by a standard like this. 

Moore. 




BUMPERS, SQUIRE JONES. 


"E good fellows all, 

Who love to be told where good claret *s 
in store, 

Attend to the call 


Of one who ’s ne^er frighted. 
But greatly delighted 
With six bottles more. 


Be sure you don’t pass 
The good house, Moneyglass, 

Which the jolly red god so peculiarly owns, 

Twill well suit your humour — 

For, pray, what would you more, 

Than mirth with good claret, and bumpers. Squire 
Jones? 
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BVMPER% SQUIRE yONES. 


Ye lovers who pine 

For lasses that oft prove as cniel as fair, 

Who whimper and whine 
For lilies and roses, 

With eyes. Kps, and noses. 

Or tip of an ear ! 

Come hither, III show ye 
How Phillis and Chloe 

No more shall occasion such sighs and such groans ; 
For what mortal \s so stupid 
As not to quit Cui>id, 

When called to good claret, and bumpers, Squire 
Jones? 

Ye ])octs who write, 

And brag of your drinking famed Hclicon^s brook, — 
Though all you get by 1 
Is a dinner ofttimes, 

In reward for your rhymes, 

With Humphrey the Duke, — 

Learn Bacchus to follow. 

And (juit your Apollo, 

Forsake all the Muses, those senseless old crones 
Our jingling of glasses 
Your rhyming surpasses, 

When crowmed with good claret, and bumpers. Squire 
Jones. 
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Ye soldiers so stout/ 

W^ith plenty of oaths, though no plenty of coin, 

Who make such a rout 
Of all your commanders, 

Who served us in Flanders, 

And eke at the Boyne, — 

Come leave off your rattling 
Of sieging and battling, 

And know you*d much better to sleep in whole 
bones ; 

AVcre you sent to (libraltar, 

Your notes you’d soon alter, 

And wish for good claret, and bum[)ers, Sejuire 
J ones. 

Ye clergy so wise, 

^\’ho mysteries profound can demonstrate so clear, 
How worthy to rise ! 

You preach once a w^eek, 

But your tithes never seek 
Al>ove once in a year ! 

Come heje without failing 
And leave off your railing 
Tiainst bishops providing for dull stupid drones ; 
Says the text so divine, 

‘ What is life without wine ? ’ 

Then away with the claret, — a bumper, Squire Jonei^ 
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Ye lawyers so just, 

Be the cause what it will you so learnedly plead, 

How worthy of trust ! 

You know black from white, 

You prefer wrong to right, 

As you chance to be fee*d : — 

Leave musty reports, 

And forsake the king’s courts, 

Where dulness and discord have set up their thrones ; 
Burn Salkeld and Ventris,* 

And all your damned entries, 

And away with the claret, — a bumper, Squire Jones ! 

Ye jihysical tribe, 

Whose knowledge consists in hard words and grimace, 
Whene’er you prescribe, 

Have at your devotion 
Pills, bolus, or potion, 

Be what will the case ; 

Pray where is the need 
To purge, blister, and bleed ? 

When, ailing yourselves, the w^hole faculty owns 
That the forms of old Galen 
Are not so prevailing 

As mirth with good claret, — and bumpers. Squire 
Jones. 

' Law commentators of the time. 
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Ye fox-hunters eke 

That follow the call of the hom and the hound, 
Who your ladies forsake 
Before they’re awake 
To beat up the brake 
Where the vermin is found 
Leave Piper and Blueman, 

Shrill Duchess and Trueman,— 

No music IS found in such dissonant tones ! 

Would you ravish your ears 
With the songs of the spheres, 

Hark away to the claret,— a bumper, Squire Jones ! 


Arthur Dawson. 



PADDY'S PASTORAL RHAPSODY. 


W HKN Molly, th’ other day, sir. 

Was niakin’ of the hay, sir, 

I ask’d her for to be my bride, 

And Molly she began to chide : 

Says she, ‘You are too young, dear Pat.’ 

Says I, ‘ My jew’l, I’ll mend o’ that.’ 

‘ You are too poor,’ says she, beside ; 

When to convince her, then, I tried, 

That wealth is an invintion 
The wise should never minlion. 

And flesh is grass, and flowers will fade, 

And it’s better be wed than die an owld maid. 

The purtf little sparrow's 

Have neither ploughs nor harrow’s, 

Yet they live at aisc, and are contint, 

Bekase, you see, they pay no rint ; 
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They have no care nor flustherin* 

About diggin’ or industherin' ; 

No foolish pride their comfort hurts— 

For they eat the flax, and wear no shirts — 

For wealth is an invintion, &c. 

Sure, Nature clothes the hills, dear, 

Without any tailors’ bills, dear ; 

And the bees they sip their sweets, my sowl, 
Though they never had a sugar-bowl ; 

The dew it feeds the rose of June, 
but ’tis not with a silver spoon : 

1'hen let us patthern take from those, 

I'he birds and bees, and lovely rose — 

For wealth is an invintion, tVc. 

Lover. 







RlDfNG TREBLE. 

^'TOULTIN’ to the fair, 

Three u])on the pony, 

That so lately \\ere 

Me and Moll Malony — 

‘ How can three be on, boy ? 

Sure, the w'lfe and you, 

Though you should be wan^ boy, 
Can't be more nor 
Arrah, now then, may be 
You’ve got eyes to see 
That this purty baby 
Adds us up to three. 

^oultin’ to the fair. 

Three upon the pony. 

That so lately were 
Me and Moll Malony. 
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Come, give over. Jack, 
Cap’rin’ and curvettin’. 
All that’s on your back 
Foolishly forgettin’ ; 

For I’ve tuk the notion 
Wan may cant’rin’ go, 
Trottin’ is a motion 
I’d extind to tivo ; 

But to travel steady 
Matches best wid three. 
And we’re that already, 
Mistress Moll and me. 
Joultin’ to the fair, 

'I’hree upon the pony. 
That so lately were 
Me and Moll Malony. 




THE GLASS OF WHISKY. 


fA'ii) T the side of the road, near the bridge of Drum- 


L > condra, 

Was Murrou^h O’Monaghan stationed to beg , 
He brought from the wars, as his share of the plunder, 
A crack on the crown and the loss of a leg. 

‘ Oagh, Murrough ! ’ he'd cry, ‘ niusha nothing may 
harm ye ! 

What made you go fight for a soldier on sea ? 

You fool, had you been a marine in the army, 

You’d now have a pinsion and live on full pay.’ 


‘ But now I’m a cripple,— what signifies thinking? 

The past I can never bring round to the fore ; 
The heart that with old age and weakness is sinking 
Will ever find strength in good whisky galore. 
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Oagh, whisky, mavourneen, my joy and my jewel ! 

What signifies talking of doctors and pills ? 

In sorrow, misfortune, and sickness so cruel, 

A glass of north country can cure all our ills.* 

‘WTien cold in the winter it warms you so hearty ; 

When hot in the summer it cools you like ice \ 

In trouble, false friends, without grief I can part ye ; 

Good whisky *s my friend, and I take its advice. 

U hen hungry and thirsty, *tis meat and drink to me ; 

It finds me a lodging wherever I lie ; 

Neither frost, snow, nor rain any harm can do me, 
'J'hc hedge is my pillow, my blanket the sky.* 

Now merry be the Christmas! success to good 
neighbours ! 

Here’s a happy New Year, and a great many too ! 

'' ilh a plenty of whisky to lighten their labours. 

May sweet luck attend every heart that is true ! * 
I‘oor Murrough then joining his old hands together, 
High held up the glass while he vented this prayer : 
‘ May whisky, by sea or by land, in all weather. 

He never denied to the children of care ! ’ 


Anon. 




DESCRIPTIVE SONGS 




BLARNEY CASTLE. 


^ BLARNEY Castle, my darlinl ! 

Sure, you’re nothing at all but a stone 
Wrapt in ivy— a nest for all varmint — 

Since the ould Lord Clancarty is gone. 
Och ! ’tis you that was once strong and ancient, 
And ye kep’ all the Sassenachs dow^n, 

While fighting their battles, and ain’t yet 
Forgotten by martial renown. 

O Blarney Castle, 6:c. 


Rad luck to that robber, ould Crommill ; 

'Fhat plundered our beautiful fort ; 

We’ll never forgive him, though some will — 
Saxons ! such as George Knapp and his sort 
But they tell us the day’ll come, when Dannel 
Will purge the whole country, and drive 
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All the Sassenachs into the Channel, 

Nor leave a Cromwellian alive. 

O Blarney Castle, 

Curse the day clumsy Noirs ugly corpus^ 

Clad in copper, was seen on our plain ; 

When he rowled over here like a porpoise, 

In two or three hookers from Spain ! 

And bekase that he was a freemason, 

He mounted a battering-ram, 

And into her mouth, full of treason, 

Twenty pound of gunpowder he*d cram. 

O Blarney Castle, &c. 

So when the brave boys of Clancarty 
Looked over their battlement wall. 

They saw wicked Oliver’s party 
All a-feeding on powder and ball ; 

And that giniral ^that married his daughter, 
Wid a heap of grape-shot in his jaw — 

That’s bould Ireton, so famous for slaughter — 
And he was his brother-in-law. 

O Blarney Castle, &c. 

They fired off their bullets like thunder, 

That whizzed through the air like a snake ; 

And they made the ould castle {no wonder !) 
With all its foundations to shake. 




BLARNEY CASTLE. 




While the Irish had nothing to shoot off, 

But their bows and their arras, the sowls 1 

Waypons fit for the wars of old Plutarch, 

And perhaps mighty good for wild fowls. 

O Blarney Castle, &a 

Och ! ’twas Crommill then gave the dark token- 
For in the black art he was deep ; 

And tho* the eyes of the Irish stood open, 

They found themselves all fast asleep ! 

With his jack-boots he stepped on the water, 

And he walked clane right over the lake ; 

While his sodgers they all followed after, 

As dry as a duck or a drake. 

O Blarney Castle, &c. 

Then the gates he burnt down to a cinder, 

And the roof he demolished likewise ; 

Oh ! the rafters they flamed out like tinder, 

And the buildin’ flared up to the skies. 

And he gave the estate to the Jeffers, 

With the dairy, the cows, and the hay ; 

And they lived there in clover like heifers, 

As their ancestors do to this day. 

O Blarney Castle, &c. 


Prout. 



THE GROVES OF BLARNEY. 


HE groves of Blarney they are so charming, 

I 1 All by the ])urling of s\seet silent streams , 

Being lianked by posies that spontaneous gro\\ 
there, 

Planted in order by the sweet rock close 
Tis there ’s the daisy and the sweet carnation, 

The blooming pink and the rose so fair ; 

The daffydowndilly besides the lily, — 

Flowers that scent the sweet fragrant air. 

Oh, Ullagoane. 


Tis Lady Jeffreys that owns this station, 

Like Alexander or Queen Helen fair ; 

There ’s no commander throughout the nation 
For emulation can with her compare. 

She has castles round her, that no nine-pounder 
Could dare to plunder her place of strength ; 
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But Oliver Cromwell he did her pummel, 

And made a breach in her battlement 
Oh, Ullagoane. 

There 's gravel walks there for speculation, 

And conversation in sweet solitude ; 

'Tis there the lover may hear the dove, or 
The gentle plover, in the afternoon. 

And if a young lady should be so engaging 
As to walk alone in those shady bowers, 

’ Fis there her courtier he may transport her 
In some dark fort or under ground. 

Oh, Ullagoane. 

1 or ’tis there ’s the cave where no daylight enters, 
But bats and badgers are for ever bred ; 

Being mossed by Nature that makes it sweeter 
Than a coach -and six, or a feather bed. 

’ I'ls there ’s the lake that is stored with perches, 
And comely eels in the verdant mud ; 

Besides the leeches, and groves of beeches, 

All standing in order for to guard the flood. 

Oh, Ullagoane. 

Tis there ’s the kitchen hangs many a flitch in. 
With the maids a-stitching upon the stair ; 

The bread and btske, the beer and arhiaky, 

Would 9U|ke you frisky if you were there 
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Tis t|^ you’d see Peg Murphy’s daughter, 
A-washing praties forenent the door, 

With Roger Cleary, and Father Healy, 

All blood relations to my Lord Donoughmore. 
Oh, Ullagoane 

There’s statues gracing this noble place in. 

All heathen goddesses so fair, — 

Bold Neptune, Plutarch, and Nicodemus, 

All standing naked in the open air. 

So now to finish this brave narration. 

Which my jioor gem could not entwine. 

But were I Homer or Nebuchadne7/.ar, 

In every feature I’d make it shine. 

Oh, Ullagoane. 


Milliksn. 



THE BLARNEY STONE. 


'TT^ HERE is a stone there, 
} J. 'Fhat whoever kisses, 
Oh ^ he never misses 
To grow eloquent ; 

’Tis he may clamber 
To a lady's chamber, 

Or become a member 
Of Parliament * 

A clever spouter 
He'll soon turn out, or 
An out-and-outer, 

‘ To be let alone.’ 

Don’t hope to hinder him 
Or to bewilder him. 

Sure he’s a pilgrim 
From the Blami^ Stone 1 



^CORK IS THE EDEN FOR YOU, LOVE, 
AND me: 


^'^HEY may rail at the city where I was first bo;n, 
But it’s there they’ve the whisky and butter 
and jiork, 

An’ a natc little spot to walk in each morn — 

The place is Daunt’s Square, and the city is Cork ! 
The square has two sides— why, one east and one 


And convanient ’s the region for frolic and spree, 
Where salmon, drisheens, and beef- steaks are cooked 
best, 

Och, Fishamble’s the Aiden for you, love, and me ! 


If you want to behold the sublime and the beauteous, 
Put your toes in your brogues and see sweet 
Blarney Lane, 
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Where the parents and childer is comely and duteous, 
And dry lodging both rider and beast entertain ; 

In the cellars below dine the slashin’ young fellows 
That come with the butter from distant Tralee ; 
\Vhile the landlady chalking the score on the bellows 
Sings, ‘ Cork is an Aiden for you, love, and me/ 

Blackpool is another sweet place of that city, 

Where pigs, twigs, and weavers they all grow together, 
With its small little tanyards — och, more is the pity ! — 
To trip the poor beasts to convert them ta leather I 
Tartlicr up to the east is a place great and famous, 

It is called Mallow Lane : antiquaries agree 
I hat it holds the shebeen that once held King 
Shamus. * 

Oh, Cork is an Aiden for you, love, and me ! 

Then go back to Daunt^s Bridge, though you'll think 
it is quare 

That you can't see the bndge — faix, you ne'er saw 
the like 

Of that bridge, nor of one-sided Buckingham Square, 
Norahe narrow Broad I^ne that leads up to the 
Dyke, 

' King James II., landed in Cork with the French 
c'xpedition. 
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Where turning his wheel sits the saint * Holy Joe/ 

And numbrellas are made of the best quality, 

And young vargents sing, * Colleen dhas croothen a 
irto,* 

And Cork is an Aiden for you, love, and me. 

When you gets to the Dyke there’s a beautiful pro- 
spect 

Of a long gravel walk between two rows of trees ; 
On one side, with a beautiful southeren aspect, 

Is Blair’s castle, that trembles above in the breeze. 
Far off to the west lie the lakes of Killarney, 

Which some hills intervening prevents you to see ; 
But you smell the sweet wind from the wild groves of 
Blarney, 

Och ! Cork is the Aiden for you, love, and me ! 

Take the road to Glanmirc, the road to Blackrock, or, 
The sweet Boreemanah to charrm your eyes ; 

If you doubt what is wise, take a <iram of Tom 
Walker, 

And if you’re a walker, toss off Tommy Wise — 

I give you my word they are both lads of spirit ; 

But if a raw chaw with your gums don’t agree, 
Beamish, Crawford, and Lane brew some porter of 
merit, 

Tho’ potheen is the nectar for you, love, and me. 
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Oh, long life to you, Coik, with your pepper-box 
steq>le, 

Your prrls, your whisky, your curds and sweet whey. 
Your hill of Glanmire, and shops where the people 
Gets decent new clothes downbeyant the coal quay I 
Long life to sweet Fair Lane, its pipers and jigs, 

And to sweet Sunday’s Wells and the banks of the 
Lee I 

Likewise to your court-house, where judges in wigs 
Sing, ‘ Cork is an Aiden for you, love, and me ! ’ 

John Wood. 




DE GEO FES OF EE FOOL. 

f OW the war, dearest Nancy, is ended, 

And de Peace is come over from France 
So our gallant Cork City Militia 
Back again to headquarters advance : 

From heatin’ dose rebels so cruel 
We’ll turn to heatin’ de bull, 

And enjoy those genteel recreations 
Dal come from de Groves of de Pool. 


Den out come our loving relations 
To see wor we livin’ or no, 

Besides all de jolly ould neighbours 
All around us who flocked in a row ; 
De noggins of sweet Tommy Walker 
Are lifted according to rule, 

An* wetted our necks wid de native 
Dat’s brewed in de Groves of de Pool. 
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When de regiment marched into de Commons, 
'Twould do your heart good for to see — 
You’d tink not a man nor a woman 
Was left in Cork’s famous city. 

De boys dey come flocking around us, 

Not a hat or wig stuck to a skull, 

All to compliment dose Irish heroes 
Dat sprung from de Groves of de Pool, 

Wid our band out before us in order, 

We played coming in to de town, 

We up’d wid de ould ‘ Boyne Water,’ 

Not forgettin’ * de Croppies lie down ; ’ 
Bekase you may read in de newses 

Dat ’twas we made dose rebels so cool, 

Who all tought, like Turks, or like Jewses, 

To murder ‘ de Boys of de Pool.* 


Oh ! sure, dere’s no nation in Munster 
Wid de Groves of de Pool can compare, 
Where dose heroes were all edicated, 

An’ de nymphs are so comely an’ fair : 
Wid de gardens around entertainin’ 

Wid sweet purty posies so full, 

Dat is worn by dose comely young creatures 
Dat walks in de Groves of de Pool 
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Oh 1 many’s de time, late and early, 

Dat I wished I was landed again, , 
Where Fd see de sweet * watercourse ’ flowin’ 
Where de tanners deir glory maintain. 
Likewise dat divine habitation, 

Where dose babbies are all sent to school 
Dat never had fader nor moder, 

But were found in de Groves of de Pool. 

Come, all ye young youths of dis nation, 
Come fill up a bumper all round. 

Drink success to Blackpool navigation. 

An’ may it wid plenty be crowned. 

Here’s success to de jolly hoop-coilers. 
Likewise to de shuttle an’ de spool ; 

To de skinners an’ worthy glue-boilers 
Dat lives in de Groves of de Pool. 


R. Milliken. 



THE ATTRACTIONS OF A FASHION 
ABLE IRISH WATERING-PLACE, 


^ HE town of Passage 
X Is both large and spacious, 
And situated 


Upon the say ; 

Tis nate and dacent, 
And just adjacent 
* To come from Cork 


On a summer’s day. 
There you may slip in 
To take a dipping, 
Foment the shipping 
That at anchor ride ; 
Or in a wherry 
Cross o’er the ferry 
To Carrigaloe, 

On the other side. 
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Mud cabins swarm in 
This place so charming, 
With sailors* garments 
Hung out to dry ; 

And each abode is 
Snug and commodious, 
With pigs melodious 
In their straw- built sty. 
*Tis there the turf is, 

And lots of murphies, 

Dead sprats and herrings. 
And oyster-shells ; 

Nor any lack, O ! 

Of good tobacco — 

Though what is smuggled 
By far excels. 

There arc ships from Cadtz 
And from Barbadoes, 

But the leading trade is 
In whisky-punch ; 

And you may go in 
Where one Molly Bowen 
Keeps a nate hotel 
For a quiet lunch. 

But land or deck on, 

You may safely reckon, 
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Whatsoever country 
You come hither from, 

On an invitation 
To a jollification 
With a parish priest 

That’s called ‘Father Tom.’ 

Of ships there’s one fixt 
For lodging convicts, 

A floating ‘ stone jug * 

Of amazing bulk ; 

The hake and salmon, 

Playing at backgammon. 

Swim for diversion 

All round this * hulk ’ ; 
There ‘ Saxon * jailors 
Keep brave repailors, 

Who soon with sailors 
Must anchor weigh 
From th^ emVald island. 

Ne’er to see dry land, 

Until they spy land 
In sweet Bot’ny Bay. 


Prout. 





BELLE WSTOWN RACES. 

(? ' , 

t F a rcsi)ite ye’d borrow from turmoil or sorrow, 

I’ll tell you the secret of how it is done ; 

Tis found in this statement of all the excitement 
That Bellcwslown knows when the races come on. 
Make one of a party whose spirits arc hearty, 

Get a seat on a trap that is safe not to spill, 

In its well pack a hamper, then off for a scamper. 
And hurroo for the glories of Bellewstown Hill ! 

On the road how they dash on, rank, beauty, and 
fashion, 

It Banagher bangs, by the table o’ war ! 

From the coach of the quality, down to the jollity 
Jogging along on an ould low-backed cac. 
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Though straw cushions are placed, two feet thick at 
laste, 

It’s jigging and jumping to mollify still ; 

Oh, the cheeks of my Nelly are shaking like jelly, 
From the jolting she gets os she jogs to the Hill. 


In the tents play the pipers, the fiddlers and fifers, 
Those rollicking lilts such as Ireland best knows ; * 
While Paddy is prancing, his colleen is dancing. 
Demure, with her eyes quite intent on his toes. 
More power to you, Micky ! faith, your foot isn’t 
sticky. 

But bounds from the boards like a pay from the 
quill. 

Oh, ’twould cure a rheumatic, — he’d jump up ecstatic 
At ‘Tatter Jack Walsh ’ upon Bellewstown HilL 

Oh, ’tis there ’neath the haycocks, all splendid like 
paycocks, 

In chattering groups that the quality dine : 

Sitting cross-legged like tailors the gentlemen dealers 
In flattery spout and come out mighty fine. 

And the gentry from Navan and Cavan are ‘ having,’ 
Neath the shade of the trees, an Arcadian quadrille. 
All we read in the pages of pastoral ages 
Tell of no scene like this upon Bellewstown Hill 
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Arrived at its summit, the view that you come at, 
From etherealised Mourue to where Tara ascends, 
There’s no scene in our sireland, dear Ireland, old 
Ireland 1 

To ilhich nature more exquisite loveliness lends. 
And the soil ’neath your feet has a memory sweet. 
The patriots’ deeds they hallow it still ; 
Eighty-two’s volunteers (would to-day saw their 
peers !) 

Marched past in review upon Bellewstown Hill. 

But hark ! there’s a shout— the horses are out, — 
’Long the ropes, on the stand, what a hullaballoo ! 
To old Crock-a-Fathay the people that dot the 
Broad plateau around are all for a view. 

‘ Come, Ned, my tight fellow, I’ll bet on the yellow ! ’ 
‘Success to the green ! faith, we’ll stand by it still !’ 
The uplands and hollows they’re skimming like 
swallows, 

Till they flash by the post upon Bellewstown Hill. 



SONGS IN EXTREMIS 




THE BANTRY GIRLS' LAMENT FOR 
JOHNNY. 


H, who will plough the field, or who will sell 
the corn ? 

Oh, who will wash the sheep, an^ have 'em 
nicely shorn ? 

The stack that's on the haggard unthrashed it may 
remain. 

Since Johnny went a- thrashing the dirty King o’ Spain. 

The girls from the bawnoge in sorrow may retire, 

And the piper and his bellows may go home and 
blow the fire ; 

For Johnny, lovely Johnny, is sailin' o'er the main, 
Along with other pathriarchs, to fight the King o’ 
Spain. 
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The boys will sorely miss him, when Moneyhore 
comes round, 

And grieve that their bould captain is nowhere to be 
found ; 

The peelers must stand idle, against their will and 
grain, 

For the valiant boy who gave them work now peels 
the King o’ Spain. 

At wakes or hurling-matches your like we’ll never see, 

Till you come back to us again, astore gra-gal-machree; 

And won’t you throunce the buckeens that show us 
much disdain, 

Bekase our eyes are not so black as those you’ll meet 
in Spain. 

If cruel fate will not permit our Johnny to return. 

His heavy loss wc Bantry girls will never cease to 
mourn ; 

We’ll resign ourselves to our sad lot, and die in grief 
and pain, 

Since Johnny died for Ireland’s pride in the foreign 
land of Spain. 


Anon. 




DRIMMIN DUBH DHEELISH. 


t H, I’m but a poor man, 

And I had but one cow, 

And when I had lost her 
I could not tell how, 

But so white was her face, 

And so sleek was her tail. 

That I thought my poor drimmin dubh 
Never would fail. 

Agus oro, drimmin dubh 
Oro, ah. 

Oro, drimmin dubh 
Miel agra. 

Returning from mass, 

On a morning in May, 

1 met my poor drimmin dubh 
Drowning by the way. 
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I roared and 1 bawled^ 

> And my neighbours did call 
To save my poor drimmin dubh, 

She being my all. 

Ah, neighbour ! was this not 
A sorrowful day, 

When I gazed on the water 
Where my drimmin dubh lay ? 

With a drone and a drizzen, 

She bade me adieu, 

And the answer I made 
Was a loud pillalu. 

Poor drimmin dubh sank, 

And I saw her no more, 

Till I came to an island 
Was close by the shore \ 

And down on that island 
I saw her again, 

Like a bunch of ripe blackberries 
Rolled in the rain. 

Arrah, plague take you, drimmin dubh ! 

What made you die, 

Or why did you leave me, 

For what and for why ? 
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I would rather lose Paudeen, 

My bouchalleen bawn, 

Than part with my drimmin dubh, 
Now that you are gone. 

When drimmin dubh lived, 

And before she was dead, 

She gave me fresh butter 
To eat to my bread. 

And likewise new milk 
That I soaked with my scone, 
But now it’s black water 
Since drimmin dubh’s gone. 



FATHER MOLLOY; 

OR, THE Confession. 


® AD1)Y McCabe was dying one day, 

And Father Molloy he came to confess him ; 
Paddy pray’d hard he would make no delay, 

But forgive him his sms and make haste for to 
bless him. 

‘ First tell me your sins,’ says Father Molloy, 

‘For I’m thinking you’ve not been a very good boy.’ 

‘ Oh,’ says Paddy, ‘ so late in the evenin’, I fear 
Twould throuble you such a long story to hear. 

For you’ve ten long miles o’er the mountains to go, 
While the road Jve to travel’s much longer you know. 
So give us your blessin’ and get in the saddle, 

To tell all my sins my poor brain it would addle ; 
And the docther gave ordhers to keep me so quiet — 
Twould disturb me to tell all my sins, if I’d thry it ; 
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And your Reverence has towld U3> unless we tell «//, 
Tis worse than not makin* confession at all 
So ril say in a word Tm no very good boy — 

And, therefore, your blessin*, sweet Father Molloy.’ 

* Well, ril read from a book,' says Father Molloy, 

‘ The manifold sins that humanity's heir to ; 

And when you hear those that your conscience annoy^ 
You'll just squeeze my hand, as acknowledging 
thereto.* 

Then the father began the dark roll of iniquity, 

And Paddy, thereat, felt his conscience grow rickety, 
And he gave such a squeeze that the priest gave a 
roar — 

‘ Oh, murdher ! * says Paddy, ‘ don't read any more. 
For, if you keep readin*, by all that is thrue. 

Your Reverence’s fist will be soon black and blue ; 
Besides, to be throubled my conscience begins, 

That your Reverence should have any hand in my sins, 
So you’d betther suppose I committed them all, 

For whether they’re great ones, or whether they’re, 
small. 

Or if they’re a dozen, or if they’re fourscore, 

’Tis your Reverence knows how to absolve them, 
astore ; 

So I’ll say in a word, I'm no very good boy — 

And, therefore, your blessin', sweet Father Molloy.' 
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* Well,’ says Father Molloy, * if your sins I forgive, 

So you must forgive all your enemies truly ; 

And promise me also that, if you should live, 

You’ll leave off your old tricks, and begin to live 
newly.’ 

* I foxgive ev’rybody,’ says Pat, with a groan, 

Excg)t that big vagabone Micky Malone \ 

And him I will murdher if ever I can ’ 

* Tut, tut ! ’ says the priest, ‘ you’re a very bad man ; 
For without your forgiveness, and also repentance, 
You’ll ne’er go to Heaven, and that is my sentence.’ 

* Poo ! ’ says Paddy McCabe, ‘ that’s a very hard case — 
With your Reverence and Heaven I’m content to 

make pace ; 

But with Heaven and your Reverence 1 wondher — 
Och hone — 

You would think of comparin’ that blackguard 
Malone — 

But since I’m hard press’d and that I must forgive, 

I forgive — if I die — but as sure as I live 
That ugly blackguard I will surely desthroy ! — 

So, nmv for your blessin’, ,siyeet Father Molloy ! ’ 


Lover. 




THE POOR MAN'S LABOUR'S NEVER 
DONE. 


r MARRIED a wife for to sit by me, which 
makes me sorely to repent : 

Matches, they say, are made m heaven, but 
mine was for a penance sent. 

I soon became a servant to her, to milk the cows and 
black her shoon : 

1 or woman’s w’ays, they must have pleasure, and the 
poor man’s labour’s never done. 

"I'he very first year that we were married, she gave to 
me a pretty babe : 

She sat me down to rock its cradle, and give it cordial 
when It waked : 

If It cried, she would bitterly scould me, and if it 
bawled, away 1 should run ; 

For women’s ways, they must have pleasure, and the 
poor man’s labour’s never done. 
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So all ye young men that are inclined tonnarry, be 
sure and marry a loving wife, 

And do not marry my wife’s sister, or she will plague 
you all your life ; 

Do not marry her mother’s daughter, or she will 
grieve your heart full sore , 

But take from me my wife, and welcome— and then 
my care and trouble is o’er, 

Anon. 





A LAMENT FOR DONNYBROOK. 

A Lay of the Last Minstrel of the Liberty. 

^ ’TIM MY, aghar, hand me my pipe, 

In truth I’m as wearied as man can be ; 
My eye is as dim as the winter sea. 

And my nose as sharp as the bill of a snipe ; 
For here for a week, a week and more, 

I have been labouring body and sowl, 

Just sustained by whisky and sassages, 

While I touch the finishing passages 
Of my Donnybrook rigmarole. 

Saints be about us ! what are they driving at ? 

All sorts of people are taking their share — 
All have their heads together conniving at— 

At the destruction of Donnybrook Fair. 

Once in the good ould times of the city, 

M.P.’s, farmers, the rich, and the rare. 


T SI 
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Gentlemen, nobles, the wise and the witty, 

Went for a trifle of element there. 

Then was the rale indulgement in jollity, — 

Devil a one of them cared who was who ! 

All took their glass of the old mountain dew, 

And their hop in the tent on the ground of equality. 
But now it is over, — this is the last of them — 

This is the last ould fair that we’ll see ; 

Now we must live as we can on the past of them — 
Such is the Corporation’s decree. 

Ah, never again in this isle shall be seen 

The rale hoys up to the sweet oaken science ! 
Trailing their coats in courageous defiance, 

And shouting the [ullalu over the green. 

Never again shall we see the shillelagh 
Joyously splintering forehead and limb, 

Or hear Molly Finucane crying, ‘ Oh, mela 
Murder ! what have you done with my Jim ? ’ 
Never again 'mid the turmoil or rattle 
Shall we assemble to shoulder the door, 

Bearing dear friends, through the thick of the battle. 
Faithfully home to their widow's, asthore : — 

Leaving the pleasant old ground, "w hen the short night 
Of August was melting in matinal dew, 

With a rib or two dinged or an eye black and blue, 
Or a wound that would lay us up snug for a fortnight ; 
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Whilefa rattle of sticks in the distance behind 
Made old Donnybrook look like a wood in a wind 
Now all is over,-rthi8 is the last of them,— 

This is the last ould fair that we’ll see ; 

Now we must live as we can on the past of them— 
Such is the Corporation’s decree. 

T. C Irwin. 





THE NIGHT BEFORE LARR Y WAS 
STRETCHED. 


night before I^rry was stretched, 

The boys they all paid him a visit ; 

A bit in their sacks, too, they fetched. 

They sweated their duds till they riz it ; 

For Larry was ever the lad. 

When a friend was condemned to the squeezer, 
But he*d pawn all the rags that he had 
Just to help the poor boy to the sneezer. 

And moisten his gob Tore he died. 


‘ Pm sorry now, Larry,’ says I, 

‘ To see you in this situation ; 

Ton my conscience, my J don’t lie, 

I*d rather it had been mf own station.’ 

* Och hone ! it's all wtr* says he ; 

* For the neckcloth I'm forced to put on ! 
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And by this time tomorrow you’ll see, 

Your Larry will be dead as mutton : 

Bekays why, dear, his courage was good.’ 

The boys they came crowding in fast ; 

They drew all their stools round about him. 

Six glims round his crap-case they placed ; 

He couldn’t be well waked without ’em. 

1 axed if he was fit to die, 

Without having first duly repented ? 

Says Larry, ‘ That’s all in my eye, 

It’s only what gownsmen invented 
To get a fat bit for themselves.’ 

Then the cards being called for, they played, 
Till Larry found one of them cheated. 

He made a smart blow at his head, 

The boy being easily heated. 

‘ Oh ! be de Holy, you teef. 

I’ll scuttle your nob with my daddle ; 

You cheat me bekays I’m in grief^ 

But soon I’ll demolish your noddle. 

And leave you your claret to drink.’ 

Then in came the priest with his book, 

He spoke him so smooth and so civil, 

Larry tipped him a Kilmainham look. 

And pitched his big wig to the devil 
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Then stooping a little his head, 

To get a sweet drop of the bottle, 

And pitiful sighing, he said, 

* Oh, the hemp will be soon round my throttle, 
And choke my poor windpipe to death ! ’ 

So moving these last words he spoke, 

We all vented our tears in a shower ; 

For my part, I thought my heart broke 
To see him cut down like a flower. 

On his travels we watched him next day ; 

Oh, the hangman, I thought I could kill him ! 

Not one word poor Larry did say, 

Nor change till he came to ‘ King William,’ 

Och, then, dear, his colour turned white. 

When he came to the nubbling chit, 

He was tucked up so neat and so pretty ; 

The nimbler jogged off with his feet. 

And he died with his face to the city. 

William Maher.* 

* This famous song has been long cruelly attributed to Dean 
Burrowes of Cork ; but I have indisputable evidence before me 
that the Dean had no hand at all in the writing of it. Yet 
another ecclesiastic, the Rev. Francis Mahony (Father Prout), 
took a great deal of trouble to touch up The song, altering 
passages, and even adding five lines of his own to the original, 
which I now reproduce verbatim from an early ballad edition 
furnished me by one of the leading living authorities on Irish 
humorous vei^^ Editor. 




POLITICAL AND SATIRICAL 
SONGS 




THE WOMAN OF THREE COWS. 


§ WOMAN of Three Cows, agragh ! don’t let 
your tongue thus rattle ! 

Oh, don’t be saucy, don’t be stiff, because you 
may have cattle. 

I have seen — and, here’s my hand to you, I only say 
what’s true — 

A many a one with twice your stock not half so proud 
as you. 

Good luck to you, don’t scorn the poor, and don’t be 
their despiser ; 

For worldly wealth soon melts away, and dieats the 
very miser : 

And death soon strips the proudest wreath ftotn 
haughty human brows. 

Then don’t be stiff and don’t be proud, good Wo;nan 
of Three Cows ! 
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See where Monionia’s heroes lie, proud Owen More’s 
descendants, 

Tis they that won the glorious name and had the 
grand attendants ! 

If Htey were forced to bow to fate, as every mortal 
bows, 

Can you be proud, can you be stiff, my Woman of 
Three Cows ? 


The brave sons of the Lord of Clare, they left the 
land to mourning ; 

Movronel for they were banish’d, with no hope of 
their returning — 

Who knows in what abodes of want those youths were 
driven to house ? 

Yet you can give yourself these airs, O Woman of 
Three Cows ! 


Oh, think of Donnell of the Ships, the chief whom 
nothing daunted — 

See how he fell in distant Spain, unchronicled, un- 
chanted ! 

He sleeps, the great O’Sullivan, where thunder cannot 
rouse — 

Then ask yourself, should be proud, good Woman 
of Three Cows ! 
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O’Ruark, Maguire, those souls of fire, whose names 
are shrin’d in story — 

'rhink how their high achievements once made Erin’s 
greatest glory — 

Vet now their bones lie mouldering under weeds and 
cypress boughs, 

And so, for all your pride, will yours, O Woman of 
Three Cow^ ! 


Th’ O’Carrolls also, famed when fame was only for 
the boldest. 

Rest in forgotten sepulchres with Erin’s best and 
oldest ; 

Yet who so great as they of yore in battle or carouse? 

Just think of that, and hide your head, good Woman 
of Three Cows ! 


Your neighbour’s poor, and you, it seems, arc big with 
vain ideas, 

Recause, inag/i / you’ve got three cows — one more, I 
see, than s/ie has ; 

That tongue of yours wags more at times than charity 
allows — 

But, if you’re strong, be merciful, great Woman of 
Three Cows ! 
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Tht summing up. 

Now, there you go ' You still, of course, keep up 
your scornful bearing. 

And I’m too poor to hinder you— but, by the cloak 
I’m wearing ' 

If I had but four cows myself, even though you were 
my spouse, 

I’d thwack you well to cure your pride, my Woman of 
Three Cows 1 


{Translated from the Celtic iy 
James Clarence Mangan ) 




RIGGED OUT 

i ’M a brand from the burning, a genuine saint, 

Newly purged and set free from Papistical taint ; 
Yea, Pm one of that holy, that sanctified troop 
Whose souls have been chastened by flannel and soup 

ril tell how so blessed a change came about : 

1 always was lazy, a slouch, and a lout ; 

I never was willing to delve or to dig. 

But X looked for support to my wife and the pig. 

My spirit was never confused or perplexed 
By the talk in this world about things in the ; 
But I felt I*d be certain of one life of bliss, 

If some one would feed me for nothing in this. 

And so by a ditch near my cabin I lay, 

With my front to the sun, on a hot summer day, 
When the Revenend Oliver Stiggins came I7, 

And attracted my gaze by ^he white of his eye. 
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He spoke, and he said : ‘ I perceive by your face, 
Wretched man, that you^re much unacquainted with 
grace.’ 

‘ Very true, sir,* said I, * sure I scarce know the taste 
Of the broth or the flesh of a four-footed baste.’ 

Then he bade me arise and proceed with him home, 
Till he’d give me some proofs of the errors of Rome. 

I went, and the clinchers that Oliver chose 

Were a full and complete suit of second-hand clothes. 

I felt at the moment the breeches went on 
That half of my ancient religion was gone ; 

Much was done by a vest buttoned up to the throat, 
But the grand hit of all was a rusty black coat 

The hat was convincing, as one might expect, 

The necktie itself had a certain effect ; 

Then, to pluck away error right out from the roots. 

He covered my croobs with a new pair of boots. 

Then he raised up his hands and his eyes, and began 
To declare, through his noSe, I’d ‘put off the Old 
Man,’ 

And he hoped to my newly-found faith I’d hold fast 
Which I said that I would— while his garments would 
last ^ 
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Then he bade me go talk unto Biddy, my wife, 

About ribbons and cotton and Protestant life ; 

And to ask her, with dear Mrs. Stiggins* regards, 

What stuff would convert her, and how many yards. 

I hurried to Biddy— she shrieked with affright, 

She laughed and she cried at the comical sight ; 

She called me an assal, a rogue, and a fool. 

And fell combing my head with a three-legged stool 

She pitched me right out and she bolted the door, 

I knocked and I shouted, I cursed, and I swore ; 

But soon I grew meek, and I made up my mind 
I could fare very well leaving Biddy behind. 

From town unto town have I travelled since then, 
Giving good British Scripture to women and men, 
And indulging at times in a bit of a freak. 

But, sure, Stiggins himself knows the flesh is but weak. 

Well, m'y clothes are supplied, and secure is my pay. 
But my wages are settled at so much per day ; 

And I boldly contend tha{ my friends have no right 
To heed what a Souper may do through the night 


T. D. SuLLiVAnf, 




MR. ORATOR PUFF. 


R- Orator Puff had two tones in his voice, 

The one squeaking thus, the other down so ! 
In each sentence he uttered he gave you your 
choice, 

For one was B alt. and the rest G below. 

Oh ! oh ! Orator Puff ! 

One voice for one orator ^s surely enough. 


But he still talked away spite of coughs and of frowns, 
So distracting all ears with* his ups and his downs, 
That a wag once, on hearing the orator say, 

‘ My voice is for war,* asked him, ‘ Which of them, 
pray?* 

Oh ! oh ! &C. 


Reding homewards one evening, top-heavy with gin, 
And rehearsing his speech on the weight of the 
crown, 
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He tripped near a sawpit and tumbled right in, 

‘ Sinking Fund,’ the last word as his noddle came 
down. 

Oh ! oh ! &c. 

‘ Help ! help ! ’ he exclaimed in his he and she tones, 

‘ Help me out ! help me out — I have broken my 
bones ! ’ 

‘ Help you out ? ’ said a Paddy who passed, ‘ what a 
bother ! 

Why, there’s two of you there, can’t you help one 
another ? ’ 

Oh ! oh 1 &c. 


Moore. 




AN EXCELLENT NEW SONG ON A 
SEDITIOUS PAMPHLET 

ROCADES and damasks and tabbies and gauzes 
Are by Robert Ballantine lately brought over, 
With forty things more ; now hear what the law 
says : 

Whoe’er will not wear them is not the king’s lover. 
Though a printer and Dean 
Seditiously mean 

Our true Irish hearts fronfold England to wean, 

Well buy English silks for our wives and our daughters, 
In spite of his Deanship and journeyman Waters. 

In England the dead in woollen are clad. 

The Dean and his printer then let us cry * lie on ; ’ 
To be clothed like a carcass would make a Teague 
mad, 

Since a living dog better is than a dead lion. 
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Our wives they grow sullen 
At wearing of woollen, 

And all we poor shopkeepers must our horns pull in. 
Then we’ll buy, &c. 

Whoever our trading with England would hinder, 

To inflame both the nations does plainly conspire ; 
Because Irish linen will soon turn to tinder, 

And wool it is greasy, and quickly takes fire. 
Therefore, I assure ye, 

Our noble grand jury, 

When they saw the Dean’s book they were in a great 
fury; 

They would buy, &c. 

That wicked rogue Waters, who always is sinning, 
And before Coram Nobis so oft has been called, 
Henceforward shall print neither pamphlets nor linen. 
And, if swearing can db ’t, shall be swingingiy 
mauled ; 

And as for the Dean— 

You know whom I mean — 

If the printer will ’peach him hell scarce come oft 
clean. 

Then welf bliy, &c. 


Swift. 



A NEW SONG ON WOOD'S HALF- 
PENCE. 

f E people of Ireland, both country and city, 

Come listen with patience and hear out my 
ditty ; 

At this time I’ll choose to be wiser than witty : 

Which nobody can deny. 

The halfpence are causing the nation’s undoing, 
There’s an end of your ploughing, and baking and 
brewing. 

In short, you must all go to wreck and to ruin ; 
Which nobody can deny. ' 

Both high men and low men, and thick men and tall 
men, 

Aqd rich men and poor meh, and free men and thrill 
men. 
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Will suffer; and this man, and that man, and all 
men : 

Which nobody can deny. 

The soldier is ruin’d, poor man, by his pay ; 

His five pence will prove but a farthing a day. 

For meat, or for drink, or he must run away : 

Which nobody can deny. 

When he pulls out his twopence, the tapster says not. 
That ten times as much he must pay for his shot ; 
And thus the poor soldier must soon go to pot : 
Which nobody can deny. 

If he goes to the baker, the baker will huff, 

And twenty pence have for a twopenny loaf. 

Then ‘ dog, rogue, and rascal,’ and so kick and cuff : 
Which nobody can deny. 

Agsdn, to the market whenever he goes, 

The butcher and soldier must be mortal foes, 

One cuts off an ear, and the other a nose : 

Which nobody can deny. 

The butcher is stout and he values no swagger ; 

A cleaver ’s a match any time for dagger, 

And a blue sleeve may give such a cuff as may stagger : 
Which nobody can deny. 




2^6 A NEW SONG ON WOOB^S HALFPENCE. 


The squire who has got him twelve thousand a year, 
O Lord ! what a mountain his rents would appear ! 
Should he take them, he would not have house-room 
I fear : 

Which nobody can deny. 

Though at present he lives in a very large house, 
There would then not be room in it left for a mouse 
But the squire is too w^ise, he will not take a souse : 
Which nobody can deny. 

The farmer who comes with his rent in this cash, 

For taking these counters and being so rash, 

Will be kick’d out of doors both himself and his trash 
Which nobody can deny. 

For in all the leases that ever we hold. 

We must pay our rent in good silver and gold, 

And not in brass tokens of such a base mould : 
Which nobody can deny. 

The wisest of lawyers all swear, they will warrant 
No money but silver and gold can be current ; 

And, since they will swear it, we all may be sure on 't 
Which nobody can deny. 

'And I think, after all, it would be very strange, 

To give curreift money for base in exchange, 
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Like a fine lady swapping her moles for the mange ; 
Which nobody can deny. 

But read the king’s patent, and there you will find 
That no man need take them but who has a mind, 
For which we must say that his Majesty ’s kind : 
Which nobody can deny. 

Now God bless the Drapier who open’d our eyes I 
I’m sure, by his book, that the writer is wise ; 

He shows us the cheat from the end to the rise : 
Which nobody can deny. 

Nay, farther, he shows it a very hard case. 

That this fellow Wood, of a very bad race. 

Should of all the fine gentry of Ireland take place : 
Which nobody can deny. 

That he and his halfpence should come to weigh down 
Our subjects so loyal and true to the crown ; 

But I hope, after all, that they will be his own : 
Which nobody can deny. 

This book, I do tell you, is writ for your goods, 

And a veiy good book ’tis against Mr. Wood’s, ' 

If you stand tme together, he’s left in the suds : 
Which nobody can deny. 
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Ye shopmen, and tradesmen, and farmers, go read it. 
For I think in my soul at this time that you need it ; 
Or, egad, if you don’t, there’s an end of your credit ; 
Which nobody can deny. 

Swift. 





A PROSPECT 

a OW justly alarmed is each Dublin cit 

That hell soon be transformed to a clown, 
sir ! 

By a magical move of that conjuror Pitt, 

The country is coming to town, sir 1 

Give Pitt, and Dundas, and Jenky a glass, 

Who^d ride on John Bull, and make Paddy an ass. 

Through Capel Street soon, as you^ll rurally range, 
You’ll scarce recognise it the same street ; 

Choice turnips shall grow in your Royal Exchange, 
Fine cabbages down along Dame Street 
Give Pitt, &C. 

Wild oats in the college won^t want to be tilled ; 

And hemp in the Four Courts may thrive, sir ! 
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Your markets again shall with muttons be filled — 

By St Patrick, they’ll graze there alive, sir I 
Give Pitt, &C. 

In the Parliament House, quite alive, shall there be 
All the vermin the island e’er gathers ; 

Full of rooks, as before, Daly’s club-house you’ll see, 
But the pigeons won’t have any feathers. 

Give Pitt, &c. 

Our Custom House quay full of weeds — oh I rare 
sport ! 

But ministers’ minions, kind elves, sir ! 

Will give us free leave all our goods to export, 

When we’ve got none at home for ourselves, sir ! 
Give Pitt, &c. 


Says an alderman — * Corn will grow in your shops ; 

This Union must work our enslavement' 

‘That’s true,’ says the sheriff, ‘ for plenty of crops * 
Already I’ve seen on the pavement’ 

Give Pitt, &c 

* ‘ Crop,' or * Croppy, was a common term for the rebels of 

1798. 
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Ye brave, loyal yeomen, dressed gaily in red, 
fhis minister’s plan must elate us ; 

And well may John Bull, when he’s robbed us of bread 
Call poor Ireland * The land of Potatoti ' ! 

Give Pitt, &C. 

Edward Lysaght. 




LAST NIGHT, AS I SLEPT 


night, as I slept all alone in my bed, 

The full moon was shining just over my head, 
Such a knocking and thumping 1 heard at the 
door 

That I jumped out of bed in a fright on the floor ; 
And what should I see, to my dread and surprise. 

But the Devil himself, when I opened my eyes ! 

I was sure it was he, by the horns and the tail, 

His feet they were cloven, his beard like a flail. 

A coat like the parson^s hung down from his back 
(Sure the Devil has always been painted in black : 
And since but for him they’d have little to do, 

These parsons by right wear his livery too !)— 

But when 1 recovered my wits from the fright, 

I bid him, Mn God’s name,’ get out of my sight ; 
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But there he stood staring, nor minded it more 
Than his tithe-hunting friend thought about it before. 

Suspecting from this *twas the parson himsell, 

Come to rob me of tithe (though detesting the pelf)i 
To oust the intruder I seized on his coat, 

But soon was set right by a puck from the goat : 

By my mother’s old petticoat solely i)erplexed 
And entangled, no wonder the creature was vexed ; 
Let alone that I called him ‘Your Rev’rence,* I 
believe. 

When I bid him ‘get out for a robber and thief.’ 

To make such a mistake 1 confess was a shame, 
Where the parson or Devil was neither to blame ; 

But if people for kicking up rows are well known, 
They are oftentimes charged when the fault 's not their 
own ; 

So the only excuse I will offer you now. 

Is a fact that occurred not long after the row, — 

For the parson came down at the dawn of the day, 
And all he could seize on he carried away. 


Anon. 



LARRY O^GAFR 


ARRY O’Gaf! was a brave boy for marching, 
His instep was large — but his inconft was 
small ; 

So he set up one day as a soldier of fortune — 

The mes^iing of which is— no fortune at all. 

In battles, bombardments, and sieges he grew up, 

Till he didn^t much care if towns flourish'd or blew up ; 
And his maxims in life — for he pick’d one or two up — 
Were short, sweet, and simple, for Larry O’Gafil 

‘ If your purse it is slender,’ says Laiiy, ‘ ’tis better 
To owe a small trifle than want a great deal ; 

I( soliciting cash, a solicitor’s letter, 

Or your mercdf maliciously make an appeal-* 
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Look sad, atid say, ^‘Slr, your accomU^shall^be paid| 
Now my uncle is dead, and my fortune is* made ; ” 
Then order some mourning — proceedings are stay’d-^ 
And black ^s genteel wearing,’ says I-arry O’Gaff. 

Says Larry, ‘ Love all men — except an attorney : 

The ladies without an exception at all ; 

But beware of a widow on love’s mazy journey — 

For mostly they’ve seven small children that squall : 
And then from those eyes that love’s glances have 
darted, 

They sometimes rain showers — and sham broken- 
hearted : 

Deploring the loss of “ the dear man departed^^ \ 

Oh I tffem widows are sarpints ! ’ says Larry O’Gaft 

' But if with some charming young creature you’d run 
away, 

Court her fat mother— sl middle-aged dame — 

While her daughter, up sudrs, is then packing like fun 
away 

A small change of clothes, before changing her 
name; 

Mamma smiles resistance — ^but yields in amaze i 
You rush for a licence to save all delays ; 

But go — round the comer wtdi Miss in a chaise, 

And then, Heigh for Gretna T” sayjLany O’Caft 
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‘ Your wife is cut off with a shilling/ says Larry ; 

' But Providence spares her an old UjUiden aunt, 
Who hates all the brazen young women who marry, 
Tho’ she, all her life, has been grieving she can’t. 
Round you must flatter, and wheedle, and twist; 

Let her snub you in company, cheat you at whist— 
But you’ll win the odd trick when the Legacy list 
Shows her will all in favour of Larry O’Gaff.’^ 

Lover. 




PADDY O'RAPTHEP 


^IQADDY, in want of a dinner one day, 

Credit all gone, and no money to pay, 

Stole from a priest a fat pullet, they say, 

And went to confession just afther ; 

‘ Your riv’rince,* says Paddy, ‘ I stole this fat hen.* 

‘ What, what ! * says the pnest, ‘at your ould thrickjs 
again? 

Faith, you*d rather be staalin’ than sayin’ afnen, 

Paddy 0*Rafther!* 

‘Sure, you wouldn’t^be angry,* says Pat, ‘if you knew 
That the best of intintions I had in my view — 

For I stole it to make it a present to you, 

And you can absolve me afther.’ 

‘ Do you think,* says the priest, ‘ I’d partake of your 
theft? 

Of your seven small senses you must be bereflw 
You’re the biggest blackguard that 1 knoir^ 
left. 


Paddy O^Rafther !* 
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* Then what shall 1 do with the pullet,^ say Pat, 

‘ If your riv^rince won’t take it ? By th^ and by that 
I don’t know no more than a dog or a cat 
What your nv’nnce would have me be afther.’ 

* Why, then,* says his rev’rence, * you sin-blinded owl, 
Give back to the man that you stole from his fowl : 
For if you do not ’twill be worse for your sowl, 

Paddy O’Rafther.* 

Says Paddy, ‘ I ask’d him to take it — ’tis thrue 
As this minit I’m talkin’, your riv’rincc, to you ; 

But he wouldn’t resaive it — so what can I do ? ’ 

Says Paddy, nigh choken with laughter. 

* By my throth,’ says the priest, ‘ but the case is ab- 

sihruse \ 

If he won’t take his hen, why the man is a goose : 
’Ti^ not the first time my advice ivas no use, 

Paddy O’Rafther.’ 

* But, for sake of your sowl, I would sthrongly advise 
To some one in want you would give your supplies — 
Some widow, or orphan, with tears m their eyes ; 

And then you may come to me afther.’ 

@0 Paddy went off to the brisk widow Hoy, 

And the pullet between them was eaten with joy, 
And, says she, * ’pon my word you’re the cleverest boy, 
' Paddy O’Rafther 1 ’ 
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Then Faddy went back to the priest the next day, ' 
And told him the fowl he had given away 
To a poor lonely widow, in want and dismay. 

The loss of her spouse weeping afther. 

‘ Well now,’ says the priest, ‘ I’ll absolve you, my lad. 
For repentantly making the best of the bad. 

In feeding the hungry and cheering the sad, 

Paddy O’Rafther 1’ 

Lover. 





7'HE ANATOMY OE THE OYSTER, 

t F all the conchiferous shell-fish 
The oyster is surely the king : 

Arrah, Mick, call the people who sell fish, 
And tell them a dozen to bring. 

For it’s I that intind to demonstrate 
The creature’s phenomena strange : 

Its functions — to set every one straight, 

And exhibit their structure and range 
In sweet rhyme ! 

Now, boys, I beseech, be attentive — 

On this Carlingford fasten your eyes, 

As I spread it before you so pensive, 

Its g&pe opened wide with surprise. 

See that small purpSe spot in the centre, 
That’s its heart, which is all on the move ; 
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For though* looking deep as a Mentor, 

It is tenderly beating with love 
All the while. 

Like a Chesterfield pea-coat, its liver, 

Of fusty brown Petersham made, 

It folds round its stomach to give a 
Supply of fresh bile when there^s need ; 

And though we, when we swallow our oyster, 
Like it raw and by cboks undefiled, 

The creature itself is much choicer. 

Preferring its condiments biled — 

It’s so nice. 

The fringes that circle its body, 

Which epicures think should be cleared. 

Are the animaPs lungs — for, 'tis odd, he, 

Like a foreigner, breathes through his beaM! 
And among all its memorabilia, 

Than this structure there^s none half so queeti 
Though Sharpey may say they are cilia^ 

A wiser contrivance to ‘ speer ’ — 

Let him try ! 

Now, these are the facts in the history 
Of an oyster, I’d on you impress ; 

I’ve sarved them up plain without mysteiy— • 

To cook them would just make a mess^ 
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So now, boys, we’ll fetch in the whisky, 

Since the water is hot on the hob. 

Whilst we stir up our native so frisky 
By sticking a knife in his gob, 

Dear ould hsh ! 

Edward Forbes. 

[The above song was sung by the author at a morning 
entertainment given by Lord Mountcashel at Mount Rivers, 
Feimoy, to the British Association, August, 1843.] 





Sr PATRICK WAS A GENTLEMAN. 

f T. PATRICK was a gentleman, and came of 
decent people ; 

In Dublin tjpwn he built a church and on 't he 
put a steeple ; 

His father was O’Houlihan, his mother was a lady, 
His uncle was O’Shaughnessy, and his aunt a 
Widow Grady. 

Then success to bold St. Patrick’s hst, 

He was a saint so clever, 

He gave the snakes and toads a twist, 

And banished them for ever 1 

Ohl FeltrimHfll is very high, so is the Hill of 
too, 

But Oiere’saliill that is haid wdi 
them both too ; 
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’Twas on the top of this high hill St Patrick preached 
a sarmini 

He made the frogs skip thro’ the bogs, and banished 
all the varmin ! 

Success, &C. 

There’s not a mile in Ireland’s Isle where the dirty 
varmin musters ; 

Where’er he put his dear fore-foot, he murdered them 
in clusters : 

The toads went hop, the frogs went pop, slap-haste 
into the water, 

And the snakes committed suicide to save themselves 
from slaughter. 

Success, &c. 


Nine hundred thousand vipers blue he charmed with 
sweet discourses, 

And dined on them at Killaloe, in soups and second 
courses ; 

When blind-worms crawling on the grass disgusted 
the whole nation, 

He gave them a rise, and opened their eyed to a. sense 
of their situation. 


Success, &c 
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Oh, then, should 1 be so fortunate as to get back to 
Munster, 

Sure I’ll be bound that from that ground I ne’er 
again will once stir ; 

’Twas there St. Patrick planted turf, and plenty of 
the praties, 

With pigs galore, machree asthore I and buttermilk 
and ladies ! 

Success, &c. 

No wonder that we Irish lads should be so free and 
frisky. 

Since St. Patrick taught us first the knack of drinking 
of good whisky ; 

Twas he that brew’d the best of malt, and understood 
distilling, 

For his mother she kept a shebeen shop in the town 
, of Inniskillen ! 

Oh, success, &c. 
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Boyle (Fredeplck), Works by: 
Camp Notes: Stories of Sport saS 
Adventure in Asia, Africa, and 
America. Crown 8vo, cloth en^ 
H. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated bds., fit 
Savage Lite. Crown 8vo, cloth enrs, 
Sirsil. ; post 8vo, illustrated bds., 

Brand’s Observations on Pop- 
ular Antiquities, chiefiy IllMtrsting 
the Origin of our Vulgur Custom^ 
Ceremonies, and Superstitions. With 
the Additions of Sir Henry Ellw. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Pit, with 
numerous Illustrations, 71. 6a. 

Bret Harte, Worke by: 

Brat Harts's Collsotsd WoHm. Ar- 
range and Revised by the Author. 
Complete in Five Vola, crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 68. each. 

Vol. I. Complete PoxTtctt am» 
Dramatic Woees. With Steel 
Plate Portrait, and an IntrodnollMa 
by the Author. 

Vol. II. Easlixe Pafers— Luce or 
Roarino Cam» jMjd other ^wWhaa 
— Bohrmian Papers — SffAEiaii 
AND AmSBICAN LxOBXDS. 

Vol. HI. TaLXB 07 TRE ASIIOEAUSto 
— Eastbsn Skstchbs. 

Vol. IV. Gaesiel Conxot. 

Vol. V. Stories — CONDBUiSe 
Novels, Ac. 

The Select Worke oT Harts, fa 
Prose and Poeiw. With 
tory Essay by J. M. Bsllev, Ftortnk 
of the Author, end 30 IHttttratioas* 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7a. fit 
QabPial Conroy: A Novel. Fpativ^ 
lUs^ted boards. Is. 

An^lroM of Red, CNA aiyl otjw 
Stories. 6vo, iUostitofsd bo«d% 

Tha V2lne«Jf%Wa fountain. Fog* 
“ — pictttre cover, la*} erown 8e0» 
h extrk, 8s. id. 




BOOKS PV BUSHED BY 


6rewei^ (Rdv. Dr.), Works by : 
Th« RMbdM*’t Handbook of Allutlont, 
Rafbronoaai Plots, and Stopisa 
Third Edition, revised throughout, 
with a New Appendix, cootsining a 
CowrLBTB Bnoush Bibliookaphy. 
Crown 8vo, z^oo pages, cloth extra, 
7 b. 6d. 

A Diotlonapy of MIpaolaa: Imitative, 
Eealistic, and Dogmatic. Crown 8vo, 
eloth extra, 7 s. Bd. [/n preparation. 

Buchanan’s (Robert) Works: 

Ballads of Life, Love, and Humoup. 
With a Frontispiece by Arthur 
H uOHBa. Crown 8vo, clptn extra, 6s. 
Selooted Poems of Robept Buchanan. 
With Frontispiece by T. Dalzibl.. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 
Undsptones. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 

as. 

London Poems. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, gs. 

The Book of Opm. Crown 8vo. cloth 
extra, 6s. 

Whits Ross and Red : A Love Story. 

Crown 6vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Idylls and Legends of InvePbupn. 

Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 6a. 

St. Abs and hIs Sevan Wives : A Tata 
of Salt Uke City. With a Frontis- 

S iece by A. B. Houghton. Crown 
ro, eloth extra, 6 b. 

The HebPid Isles: Wanderings in the 
Land of Lome and the Outer He- 
brides. With Frontispiece by W. 
Small. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. Si. 
A Post’s Skstoh-Book: Selections 
from the Prose Writings of Robert 
Buchanan. Crown 8v<^ cl. extra, 6b. 
Robert Buohansn’s Complete Postl* 
oal Works. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
78 . 61. [/a preparation. 

The Shadow of the Sword : A Ro 
nianee. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
SB. 61 . ; post 8vo, illust. boards. Si. 

A Child of Nstups : A Romance. With 
s Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, IS. 6a.; post 8vo, illosL bds.,la 
Qod and the Man : A Romance. WitB 
lUnatrationa by Fbbd. BASHAao. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Ss. 61 . 

The Martypdom of Wadsllns: A 
Romance. WlthFrootis^scebyAW. 
CooPBa. Cr. 8vo, cloth SBtrm, SB. M. 
Love Ms IbP Evssi WlBi s Frintls- 
pises by P, Macmab. Crown 6vou 

Anmut WatiPi A Rorn s nc s. Thres 
VdilAtttOWBtVO. 


Brawstep(8lrDavtd},WoPkt by: 

Mops Worlds than One: ThsOrsed 
of the Philosopher and tfia Hope of 
the Christian. With Platsa iP^ 
8vo, cloth extra, 4 b. 61 . 

Tha .Martyrs of Solanos: Lives of 
Galileo, Tycho Brarb, sad Kb»> 
LBR. With Portraits. Pott Sro, cloth 
extra, Is. 6d. 

Letters on Natural Miutle. A New 
Edition, with numerous IilnstratioBS, 
and Chaptera on the Being ana 
Faculties of Man. and Addidonsl 
Phenomena of N atural Magio, ^ J JL 
Smith. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 4 s. 61 

Bri 1 1 at ■ 8avap| n Q astronomy 

as a Fine Art. By Brillat-Savarin. 

Translated by R. E. Anderson, MJL 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28 . 6d. 

Browning.— The Pied Piper of 

Hamelln. By Robert Brownino. 

Illust. by George Carlins. LargS 

♦to, ilium, cover. Is [/n preparatum. 

Burnett (Mrs.), Novels by; 

Surly Tim, and other Stories. Post 
6vo, illustrated boards, 2i. 

Kathleen Mavourneen. Fcap. 8vo, 
picture cover. Is. 

Lindsay’s Luck. Fcap. Bvo, pictors 
cover, la. 

Pretty Polly Pemberton. Fcap. 8vo, 
picture cover, Is. 

Burton (Robert): 

The Anatomy of Melancholy. A 
New Edition, complete, corrected 
and enriched by Translationa cd tbs 
Classical Extracts. Damv Bvo, doth 
extra, 7 s. 6d. 


Melancholy Anatomised : Being as 
Abridgment, for popular use, of Bua* 
ton’s Anatomy of Melamgboly. 
Post Bvo, cloth limp, 2 i. 6d. 

Burton (Captain), Works by : 
To the Gold Coast for Gold : APsr- 
soosl Narrative. By Richard F. Bus* 
ton and VsRNEY Lovett Cansros. 
With Maps and Frontispiecs, Two 
Vols., crown evo, doth extra, Ml, 
The Book of the Sword: Bsliils 
History of the Sword and its Ua^ 
sU CoBntriea, from the BatW 
Tfansa. By Richaxd P, BoBtOi* 
With over 400 lUustxatims, 

6vo, cloth extra, Mb. [Jh pftpSmtlP^ 

Bunyain’s Pilgrim's Pix NBg BM I , 
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ron (Lord); 

iyron’B L«nera «ncl Joumala. With 
Notices of hJs Life. Bjr Thomas 
Moor*. A Reprint of the Orisinsl 
Edition, newly revised, with Twelve 
fall-page Plates. Crown 8vo. cloth 
extra, gilt, 7f. 6d. 

lyran’s Don Juan. Complete In One 
Vol., post Bvo, cloth limp, 2i. 

imepon (Commander) and 
laptaln Burton.— To the Gold Coast 
OP Gold : A Personal Narrative. By 
licHARD F; Burton and Vbrnbv 
. ovsTT Caiibrom. With Frontispiece 
Jid Maps. Two Vols., crown 8vo, 
loth extra, 21s. 

imepon (Mrs. H. Lovett), 

Novels by: 

lullet’s Guardian. Post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 2s. ; crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 8 b. 6d. 

leoelvers Ever Post 8vo, illustrated 
boards, 8i. ; crown 8vo, cloth extra, 

as. 6d. 


Chatto & Jaokeon.oA Treatise 

on Wood Engraving, Historical and 
Practical. By Wm. Andrbw Chatto 
and John Jackson. With an Addi- 
tional Chapter by Hknry G. Bohn; 
and 450 fine Illustrations. A Reprint 
of the last Revised Edition. Large 
4to, half-bound, 28s. 

Chauoer : 

Chaucer for Children : A Golden 
Key. By Mrs. H. R. Hawbis. With 
Eight Coloured Pictures and nu- 
merous Woodcuts by the Author. 
New Ed., small 4to, cloth extra, fls. 
Chauoer for Sohoole. By Mrs. H. R. 
Hawbis. Demy Uvo, cloth limp,2a.6d, 

Cobban. — The Cure of Souls : 
A Story. By J. Maclaren Cossan. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2 b. 

Collins (C. Allston) The Bar 

Sinister: A Story. By C. Allston 
Collins. PostSvo, illustrated boards. 


impbelL— White and Black : 

travels in the United States. By Sir 
jEORoa Campbell, M.P. Demy 8vo, 
ilotb extra, 14s. 

tHyle (Thomas) : 
thonias Carlyle: Letterl and Ra- 
colleotlone. By Moncurb O. Con- 
way, M.A. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
with Illuatratians, fis. 

^ the Choice of BooKe. By Thomas 
Carlylb. With sLUe of the Author 
bj R. H. Shbprbbd. New and Re- 
vised Edition.poatSvo, cloth extra, 
lUuBtrated, Is. 8d. 

tbs Coppaependenoe of Thomas 
Carlyle ana Ralph WsUdo Emerson, 
'B34 to 187*. Edited by Charlbs 
Eliot Norton. With Poitralta. Two 
Vols., crows 8vo^ cloth ezbra, 841. 


mtury (A) of Dishonour: A 
ketch Of the United States Govem- 
^fs DealinfS wlBi some of the 
Mian Tribea. Crown 8vo^ cloth 
Mx.7s.fft. 


^pnrian*s (Qeorge) Works: 
H 1 . oontelns the Flays oonplele, 
Ending the doabtfiil ones. Vd. 11., 
v^Poenis and Mbm T r aa t la t loBS, 
E. ^ Ittttod wtpey Itoem r by Axea^ 

y Cmutwi SWUnUPMK VWe IKIee 

(‘TraSSottidffliailisdsBft Odyr 


Collins (Mortimer A Frances), 

Novels by : a 

Sweet and Twenty. Post 8va, illus- 
trated boards, 8s. 

Frances. Post 8vo, Ulust. bds., 88. 
Blacksmith and Scholar. PostSvo, 
illustrated boards, Ss. ; crown 8ve, 
cloth extra. Is. M. 

The Village Comedy. Post 8vo, llliist. 

boards. Si.; cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 8s.fft. 
You Play Me Falee. Post 8vo, Ulnat. 
boards, 8 b.; or. Bvo, cloth extra, li.gA. 


Collins (Mortimer), Novels by : 

Sweet Anne Page. Post 8v«^ Uloe- 
trated boards. Si. ; crown Bvo, cloth 
extra, 8s. 6ft. 

Transmigration. Post 8vo, Illustrated 
boards, Is. ; crown &vo, doth extra. 


Front Midnight to Midnight. Poet 
Bvo, lUnatrated boards, 8s. ; tsowa 
8 to, doth extxa. Is. M. 


A Fight with Fortune. Post BwB, 
tlln^ntsd Ss. 


Oolman’t Humorous Works; 

Br^ •• 1^ Nightgown end 

8aippan>”aiM other Hnindrops Works, 
, Fnse sad PoetM of Gsoaes Goa- 
W^ tMs l^ a^BP0l Mi0it4 

ivo, doth eausi 
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Collins (Wilkie), Novels by. 
Eftch pcMt 8vo, illuttnted boarda, Xls 
oloCh limp, Sf. 6d.; or crowa 8vo, 
cloth cxtim, llliutratod, 8a. 6d. 

Antonina, lllust. by A. Comcarbn. 

Baall. llluitrated by Sir John Gtu 
BSKT and J, Mahonbv, 

HIdo and Seek. Illaitrated by Sir 
John Gilbbrt and J. Mahonbv. 

The Dead Secret. Illnstrated by Sir 
John Gilbert and A. Concanen. 

Oueen of Hearta Illustrated by Sir 
lOHN Gilbert and A. Concanen. 

My MiBoellanlee. With Illustrationa 
by A. Concanen, and a Steel-plate 
Portrait of Wilkie Collins. 

TAe Woman In White. With Illus- 
trations by Sir John Gilbert and 
P. A. Fraser. 

The Moonstone. With Illustrationa 
by G. Du MAURiERand F. A. Fraser. 

Man and Wife, lllust. by W. Small. 

Poor Mice Finch. Illustrated by 
G. Du Maurier and Edward 
Huorbs. 

Mice or Mrs. P With Illustrations by 
S. L, Fildbs and Henry Woods. 

The New Magdalen. Illustrated by 
G. Du Maurier and C. S. Rands. 

The Frozen Deep. Illustrated by 
G. Du Maurier and J. Mahoney. 

The Law and the Lady. Illustrated 
by S. L. PiLDBB and Sydney Hall. 

The Two Deetinlea. 

The Haunted Hotel. Illustrated by 
Arthur Hopkins. 

The Fallen Leavea 

Jezebera Daughter. 

The Black Robe. 

Heart and Science: A Story of the 
Present Time. New and Cheaper 
Edition. Crown Svo, doth eztra, 

8B.8d. 


Convalescent Cookery : A 

Family Handbook. By Catherihb 
Ryan. Post 8vo, cloth limp, Sb. 6d. 

Conway (Monoure D.), Woi^e 

by; 

Demonology and Devil Lore. Two 
Vds., royal 8vo, with 6$ lllnsts., 28 b. 
A Neoklaoe of Storlaa Illustrated 
hy W. 1. Hbnnbssy. Square bvo, 
cloth eBtra, 6 b. 

The Wandering Jew. Crown 8 to, 
cloth BBtra, 6 b. 

Thomae Oariyiet Lettere and Re- 
oOlteottona. With llluitratlonB. 
Grawn 8vo, doth extra, 6 b. 


Cook (Dutton), Worka by : 
Hours with the Playeri. b 
Steel Plate Prontiapieoe. Newaad 
Cheaper Edit., cr. 8to, dotheictra,8B. 
Nights at tha Play: A View of the 
English Stage. New and Cheaper 
Edition. Crown 8vo, doth eztra, 6b. 
Leo: A Novel. Post 8vo, Ulastrated 
boards, 8s. 

Paul Foatep’e Daughter. Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, Ss.; crown 8vo, 
doth eztra, SB. 6d. 

Copyright. — A Handbook of 
English and Foreign Copyright In 
Literary and Dramatio Works. By 
Sidney Tbrsold, of the Middle 
Temple, Esq., Barrister -at-Law. Post 
Bvo, cloth iimp, 2 b. 6d. 

Cornwall — PopularRomances 
of the West of England; or. The 
Drolls, Traditions, and Superstitions 
of Old Cornwall. Collected Edited 
by Robert Hunt, P.R.S. New and 
Revised Edition, with Additions, and 
Two Steel-plate lllnstratlons by 
Gborob Cruikshanz. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 7i. 6d. 

Creasy.-— Memoirs of Eminent 
Etonians : with Notices of the Early 
History of Eton College. By Sir 
Edward Creasy, Author of ** The 
Fifteen Decisive Battles of the World." 
Crown Bvo, cloth extra, gilt, with 13 
Portraits, 7B. 66. 


Crulkshank (George) : 

The Comio Almanack. Complete in 
Two Series : The First from 183a 
to 1843 ; the Second from tc 
1853. A Gathering of the Bast 
Humour of Thackbrat, Hood, May- 
HBw, Albert Smith, A'Bborbtt, 
Robert Brouor, ftc. With e,ooc 
WoodcutB and Steel SngERvlngs b) 
CrUIESRANE, HiNB, L A NDEL La, frc, 
Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, two very thiel 
volumes, 7B. 6<L eadi. 

The Lifs of Qoorge Crulfcehank. Bj 
Blanchard Ibrrold, Author 01 
“The Life of Napoleon III.,'* Ac. 
With 84 niustrationa. New eiid 
Cheaper Edition, enlarged, with Ad- 
ditional Plates, and a venr oarefrill] 
compiled Biblionaphy. Crown 8vo 
doth eztra, 7 b. 6a. 


Robinson Cruaoe. A chdcely-printec 
Edition, with 37 WoodcutB and Twi 
Steel Plates, by Gborob Cbuik 
BHANB. Crown 8vo, doth extra, 78> id 
TOO Large Paper codes, cair^Ui 
<■ printed on hand-made jpeper, udti 
India proofs of the lOiiBlniUottB 
price Mr. 



CHATTO < 5 * WINDVSr PICCADILLY, 


CufMmltii;.-^ln the H^blpldee. 
C. P. GOR0OM Cdmwmo, Author 
Zl »At Home in With Auto- 

Pactimile andluiutmtiont. Demy 
8vo, cloth extra, 8i. 8dL 


Cueeans.— Handbook of Her- 
aldry; with >nstnictiona for Tracing 
Pedigreea and Deciphering Ancient 
MSS., &c. By John B. CuasANa. 
Entirmy New and Revised Fdition, 
illnatrated with over 400 Woodcuts 
and Coloured Plates. Crown 6vo, 
cloth extra, 7i. 6d. 

Cyples.— Hearts of Gold: A 

Novel. By William Cyples. Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, Sa. 6d. 

Daniel. — Merrle England In 

the Olden Time. By Georob Daniel. 
With Illustrations by Robt. Cruik- 
BKANK. Crown 8vq, cloth extra, Sa. 6d. 

Daudet Port Salvation; or. 

The Evangelist. Bv Alphonsb 
Daudet. Translated oy C. Harry 
Mbltzer. With Portrait of the 
Author. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 
Si.Sd. 


Davenant. What shall my 

Son beP Hints for Parenta on the 
Choice of a Profession or Trade for 
their Sons. By Francis Davenant, 
M.A. Post Svo, cloth limp, Sa. 6d. 

Davies’ (Sir John) Complete 
Poetical Worke, including Psalms I. 
to L. in Verse, and other hitherto Un> 
pablished MSS., for the first time 
Mllected and Edited, with Memorial- 
Introduction and Notes, by the Rev. 
A. B. GaoBART, D.D. Two Volt., 
crown Svo, cloth boards, Us. 

De Malstre — A Journey Round 

My Room. By Xavier ob Maistrb. 
Translated by Hemxy Attwell. Post 
Bvo, cloth limp, Sa. 6dL 

De Mine A Castle In Spain. 

A Novel. By Jakes Db Mzllb. With 
a Fr ontisjdece. Crown Svo, cloth 
eatia, SB. 6d. 


Derwent (Leith), Noveic by: 
our L«iy or Teem. Qr* Vva 
^s,ai. SA. ; post 8vo, llMtbda,1i. 


Oireena l^vavE. 
extra. Is M* 



Dickens (Charles), Novels 
Post Svo, Ulnstrated boards, Is eeciib* 
eketehoe by Boa. | NIoholaaNlellleby. 
Piokwiok Papere. | Oliver Twiet. 


The Spaeohee of Charlee QWkenx. 
|Aray/a»r Z^ury,) Post Svo, cloth 


The Spaeohee of Oharlee Olokene, 
1841-2870. With a New Bibliography, 
revised and enlarged. Edited and 
Prefaced by Richard Herne S«bp> 
HERD. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 61. 


About England with Olokene. 1^ 
Alfred Rimmkr. With 37 Illuatra- 
tions by C. A. Vandeehoop. Alpeed 
Rimuer, and others. Sq. Svo^ cloth 
extra, 10s. 6d. 


Dlotlonarles : 

A Dictionary of MIratolee: Imitative, 
Realistic, and Dogmatic. By the 
Rev. £. C. Bkewkr, LL.O. Crown 
Svo. cloth extra, 7s. 6d. lPr$paring. 

A Dictionary of the Drama: Being 
a couipreboDsive Guide to the Plays, 
Playwrights, Players, and Playhouses 
of the united Kingdom and America, 
from the Earliest to the Present 
Times. By W. DAVSHroar Adake. 
A thick volume, crown Svew belf- 
tmnnd, 18s. Sd. iin pr»pmrmti<m. 

Familiar Allualona: A Hsndhook 
of Mlscellaoeoua [nformatioo | in- 
cluding the Names of Celebrated 
Statues, Paintings, Palaces, Country 
Seats, Ruins, Cburcbes, Ships, 
Streets, Clubs, Natoral Carfoeitiee, 
and the like. By Wm. A. WuxELBa 
and Charles G. WHSBbEEt Demy 
Svo, cloth extra, 7 b. Id. 

The Raader'e Handbook of Alhi- 
elona, Referencea, Ptote, and 
Stories. ^ the Rev. B. C. Baxwaa. 
LL.D. Third BditioiV revised 
throughout, with a New Appendlg, 
containing a Complete English Bib» 
liography. Crown Svo, 1,400 pafea, 
• doth extra, 7 b. 61. 

Short Seyinga of Great Men. With 
Historicd and Explanatory Notaa. 
By Samuel A. Bent, M.A, Demy 
Svo, oloth extra, Ts. Sd. 

The Slang DioMonary: BtymologlQal, 
Historical, and Aeecdocal. Crown 
Svo, cloth egtra, 6 b. Sd. 

Woede, Faota, and PhMp*e» A Dl^ 
Uohary ot Curioes, Quaiiit, and OaB' 
of'tho-Way Matters. By Bubces 
Bbwabob. Crown Svoi BBli4N)Utidi 





pobvon (W. T.), Works by : 

FHvolltiM.FanolMiFelllM, 
^d^rollos. Pom 8vo, cloth limp, 

Pootloal Ingenuities and Eoeentri* 
eltlee. Post Bvo, cloth limp, Se. 6d. 

Doran. — Memories of our 

Greet Towns ; with Anecdotic Gleen. 
Inge concerning their Worthies and 
their Odditlee. By Dr. Johm Doran, 
F.S.A. With 3 ^ illuetrationa. New 
and Cheaper Edition, crown 8vo, cloth 
eatra, 78. M. 

Drama, A Dlotlonary of the. 
Being a cemprehenaive Guide to the 
Playe, Fli^wrighti, Playera, and Play- 
housei of the United Kingdom and 
AmericR, from the Earlieat to the Pre- 
sent Tunet. By W. Davbnpsrt 
AnAys. (Uniform with Brrwbr's 
'* Reader’a Handbook.”) Crown Bvo. 
half-bound, ISi. 6d. {In preparation. 

Dramatists, The old. Crown 
8ve, cloth extra, with Vignette Por- 
traits, 68. per Vol. 

Ben Joneon’a Works. With Notes 
Critical and Explanatory, and a Bio- 
sraphical llenoir by Wm. Gifford. 
Edited by Colonel Cunnihoham. 
Three Vole, 

Chapvnon’e Works. Complete in 
Three Vols. Vol. I. conuins the 
Plays complete, inclndingthe doubt- 
ful one^ vol. II., the Poems and 
Minor Translations, with an Intro- 
ductory Essay by Alobrnon Chas. 
SwiNBORNBj Vol. III., the Transla- 
tions of the Iliad and Odyssey. 
Marlowe’s Works. Including his 
Translations. Edited, with Notes 
and Introduction, by Col. Cunning- 
ham. One Vol. 

Maselnger'e Playa From the Text of 
William Gifford. Edited by Col. 
CUNNIMOHAM. OnO Vol. 


Dysr. — The Folk - Lore of 
Plante. By T. P. Tmibblton Dybr, 
M.A. Crown 8vo^ cloth extra, Sa 
(/a preparaition, 

Edwards, Betham-. ~ Felicia : 

A Novel. By M. Bbtm am •Edwards. 
Post 8vo. IHustrated boards, la; 
crown gvo. cloth extra, 8a M. 


Edwardes(Mrs. A.), Novels by: 
A Point of Honour. Poet Ivo, Ulnt- 
tmtedboe^la 

jf. 

Bi« i crown evo, cAotn extra ga sa 


Early English Poets. Edited, 
with Introductions end Aonotatibna 
by Rev. A. B.GnoeART, D.D. Crown 
8vo, cloth boarda per Volnma 
Fletoher’e (Qllee, B.D.) Complete 
Poema One Vol. 

Onvloe* (Sir John) Complete 
Poetloal Worka Two Vols. 
Horriok’e (RoborO Comploto Col- 
lected Poems. Three Vola 
Sidney’s (Sir Philip) Complete 
Poetloal Worka Three Vola 

Herbert (Lord) of Cherbury’o Poema 
Edited, with Introduction, by J. 
Churton Collins. Crown 8va 
parchment. 8s. 

Eggleston.— Roxy: A Novel. By 
Edward Ecglrston. Post Bvo, illust. 
boards, is. ; Cr. Bvo, cloth extra, Is. Id. 

Emanuel.— On Diamonds and 
Preoloua Stones: their Histonr, Value, 
and Properties ; with Simple Tests for 
ascertaining their Reality. By Harry 
Emanuel, F.R.G.S. With numerous 
Illustrations, tinted andplain.. Crown 
Bv o, cloth ex tra, gilt, 6s. 

Englishman’s House, The : A 
Practical Guide to all interested in 
Selecting or Building a House, with 
full Estimates of Cost, Qiiantitiee, ftc. 
By C. J . Richardson. Third Edition. 
With nearly 6oo Illustratiops. Crown 
Bvo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. ^ 

Ewald (Alex. Charles, F.8.A.), 

Works by : 

Stories fFom the State Pepere 
With an Autotype Facidmile. Crown 
Bvo, cloth extra, 6s. 

The Life and TImee of Prinoo 
Charlee Stuart, Count of Albany, 
commonly called the Young Pre- 
tender. From the State PapM and 
other Sources. New and Cheaper 
Edition, with a Portrait, crown Bvo, 
cloth extra, 7s. 8d. 

Eyes, The.— How to Use our 
Byes, and How te Preserve Them. By 
John Browning, F.R.A.S., Ac. With 
p lllustretions. Crown Bvo, U.; cloth. 


Fairholt — Tobaooo: Its His- 
tory and Associations; with an Ao- 
count of the Plant and Its Mena* 
factnre, end ita Medea of Use in idl 
Agee end Cenmtriea By F. W. Faik- 
.IIOLT.F.SA. WiibColniirad Ptaalis- 
nieeo and iq^woe of zee insgtra- 
mu by the Autbor. Grown flvo^dra 
sstra, M* 





Olovs. Feap. 8to, plotut 


and Charles G. Whrblbr. Demy 
Ivo, doth sxtn, Ti. ML 

Faraday (MIohael), Works by : 
Ths OhsirtloAl History of s Condls : 
Lectnrsa delivered before s Juvenile 
Andlenca at the Rqvd Inatltutlon. 
Edited by William Caooaaa, F.C.S. 
Post Bvo. doth extra, with numerous 
Illustrations. 4 b. 6d. 

On ths Various Forces of Nature, 
and their Relations to each other: 
Lectures delivered before a Juvenile 
Audience at the Royal Institution. 
Edited by William Caoous, F.C.S. 
Post 8vo, cloth extra, with numerous 
Illustrations, 4a. dd. 

Fin.Beo. — The Cupboard 

Papers: Obsdhrations on the Art of 
Living and Dining. By Fin-Bbc. Post 
Bvo, doth limp, Ss. 6d. 

Fitzgerald (Percy), Works by : 
The Recreations of a Literary Man ; 
or. Does Writing Pay? With Re- 
collection of soflu Literary Men, 
and a View ol # Literary Man's 
Working Life. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 6s. 
The World Behind the Scenes. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, Ss. ML 
Little Eaa^a: Passages from the 
Letters of Charles Lamb, Post 
Svo, doth limp, 2s. Sd. 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2i. each. 
Bella Donna. 

Never Forgotten. 

The Second Mrs. Tllloteon. 

Polly. 

Beventy-hve Brooke Street. 

Fletcher's (Qilee, B.D.) Com* 
plete Poems: Christ's Victorie in 
Heaven, Christ’s Victorie on Barth, 
Christ’s Triumph over Death, and 
Minor Poems. With Memoriai-Intro- 
duction and Notes by the Rev. A. B. 
GaosAST, D.P. Cr. Svo, doth bda., 6s. 

Fonblanque Filthy Lucre : A 

Novel. By Albamv db Fomblamooe. 
Pest Bvoy Ulnstimted boards, H. 

French Literature, Hletory of^ 
fo HRMav Vah Laom. Cenmlele la 
S VoU .1 demy BVO, d. bda. Da M sadi. 



Frere.— Pandurang Harl ; or, 
Memoirs of e Hindoo. With s Prefiuw 
by Sir H. BASTLa-FaBaE, G.C.S.I., Me. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, Ss. Bd. ; posi 
Svo, illustrated boards, 8s. 

Frost (Thomas), Works by * 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 8s. Bd. es^ 
Cirous Life and Circus Cslehrltlee. 
The Lives of the Conjurers. 

The Old Showmen and ths OM 
London Fairs. , 

Fry — Royal Guide to the Lon- 
don Charities, 1883-4. By Hxrsbbt 
F av. Showing, in alphabetical ordsr, 
their Name, Date of FoundatieiL Ad- 
dress, Objects, Annual Income, Chief 
Officials, &c. Published Annually. 
Crown Bvo, cloth, Is. Bd. 

Gardening Books: 

A Year’s Work in Garden and Orean- 
house : Practical Advice to Amateur 
Gardeners as to the Management of 
the Flower, Fruit, and Frame Garden. 
By Gxobob Glbmmv. Post Svo, doth 
limp, Ss. Bd. 

Our Kitchen Garden. The Plante we 
Grow, and How we Cook Theas. 
By Tom TxaaoLD, Author of "The 
Garden that Paid the Rent," Ac* 
Post Svo, doth limp, Ss. Bd. 
Household Horticulture: A Gocdp 
about Flowers. By Tom and Jaes 
J saaoLD. Illustrated. Poet Bvo, 
cloth limp, ts. Bd. 

The Garden that Paid tfia RsflL 
By Tom JsaaoLD. Peep. Olns* 
trated cover, iB.; cloth limp,^lf, fl. 


Gentleman’s Magazine (The) 

for 1884. One Shilling Mfathly. A 
New Serid Story, entitled " PMItetIa,'' 
By Cecil Powaa, will be hegiMta the 
jAMUAar Number. " Soleilee||ite’* 
by W. Mattibu Wiluama VjLaJ., 


New Serid Story, entitled " m 
By Cecil Power, will be hefH 

t AEUAEV Nombrnr. "Solehe^^ 
7 W. Mattibu Wiluama Vj 
will also be eontlnned mondUy, 


VNowr«sdF,t*e FefosMfor jMtf It 

Qentleman*e Annu«a 

Ohrl^tme a IBB B. Cesjjj^^. 

SsaSpaad Wts. ALBEAHBse. PmE 

Bvoi tnaietnaied eover, ts. ^ 



BOOKS PUBUS^MDt BY 


Qarr«tt.^The Capel OIrls : A 

Novel. By Bdwako Gauett. Post 
tw. iliUBtnted boards, SB. ; crown Svo, 
clotli extra, Sf. Cd. 

German Popular Stoples. Col- 
lected by the Brothers GaiifM, and 
TranslatM by Edgar Tayloe. Edited, 
with an Introduction, by J ohm Ruskin. 
With 22 Illustrations on Steel by 
Gborob Cruikshank. Square 8vo, 
cloth extra, M. 6d. ; gilt edges, 7 i. 6<L 

Gibbon (Charles), Novels by : 

Bach in crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3a. 6d.; 
or post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 
Robin Gray. 

For Lack of Gold. 

What will the World Say ? 

In Honour Bound. 

In Love and War. 

For the King. 

Queen of the Meadow. 

In Paeturee Green. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

The Dead Heart. 

Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each. 
The Braee of Yarrow. 

The Flower of the Foreat. 

A Heart's Problem. 

The Golden Shaft. 

Of Hlgh_pe6ree. _ 

Fanoy-Free. Three Vols., crown 
8vo, 318. 6d. l/n the fir ess. 

Gilbert (William), Novels by : 

Post Bvo, illustrated boards, 2a. each. 
Dr. Auetin'a Guests. 

The WIxard of the Mountain. 
James Duke, Costermonger. 

Qllbart 7w. S.), Original Plays 

by: In Two Series, each complete in 
Itself, pri^Ss. 6d. each. First Series 
contains The Wicked World— Pygma- 
lion and Galatea — Charity — The 
Princess— The Palace of Truth— Trial 
by JuiY. The Sbcomd Sbrirs con- 
tras Broken Hearts — Engaged — 
Sweethearts— Gretchen— Dan*] Druce 
—Ton Cobb-H.M.S. Pinafore— The 
SforcBMC^ The Pirates of Penzance. 

Qlenny.— A Year's Work In 
QSMloa and Oreonhousa: Arsctical 
■* Adtkia to Arateur Gardaoen as to 
liii,!NaaaHeaent of the Plpwef| FruH, 

Gummy* Foetevaciotaimp^iasB. 


Godwin.* 


Post, gyp, )Ch 


■Livaa of tba Naero* 


Qoldan Library, That , 

Square idmo (TAOdnitr aise), cloth 
limp, 21. per volume. ^ 

Bward Tiwlor's Divarslone of the 
Echo Crub. 

Bennett'e (Or. W. C.) Ballad History 
of England. 

Bennett's (Dr. W. C.) Songs for 
Sailors. 

Byron’s Don Juan. 

Godwin’s (William) Lives of the 
Necromancers. 

Holmes’s Autocrat of the Break- 
fast Table. With an Introduction 
by G. A. Sala. 

Holmes’s *=*' ofessor at the Break 
fast Table 

Hoed’e Whims and Oddities. Com- 
plete. Ail the original Illustrations. 

Irving’s (Washington) Tales of a 
Traveller. 

Irving’s (WoehlngtorW Tales of the 
Alhambra. 

Jesse’s (Edward) Scenes and Oc 
cupatlons of a Country Life. 

Lamb's Essays of Elia. Both Series 
Complete in One Vol. 

Leigh Hunt’s Essays : A Tale for a 
Chimney Corner, and other Pieces. 
With Portrait/^and Introduction by 
Edmund Olubr. 

Mallory’s (Sir Thomas) Mort 
d'APthur: The Stories of King 
Arthur and of the Knights of tha 
Round Table. Edited by B. Mont- 
gomerie Ranking. 

Pascal’s Provincial Letters. A New 
Translation, with Historical Intro- 
duction and Notes,byT.M’CRlE,D.D. 

Pope's Poetical Works. Complete. 

Rochefoucauld’s Maodms and Moral 
Refleotlons. With Notes, and In- 
troductory Essay by Sainte-Beuvb. 
St. Pierre's Paul and Vlr^ini^ 


The Indian Cottage. 

Life, by the Rev. E. Clareb. 


I, with 


Shot ley 'i. Early Poems, and Queen 
Mab. With Essay by Leigh Hunt. 

Shelley’s Later Poems: Laon end 
Cythna, &c. 

Shelley’s Posthumous Poems, the 
Shelley Papers, Ac. 

Shelley’s Prose WorkSL includ^ A 
Refutation of Deism, Zastfossl, St 

Whitefo ’ Natural HljB toi gt..y> 
borne. Bdited, AMitioM, bf 
Taonae Bbowm. P.L.& 




CHATTO ^ Wmi>VS, PICCADILLY, 


XI 


Qolcl»ii Treasury of Thought, 

TImi: Aa Bmcvclopjioia or Quota- 
Ttom from Writer* of ell TIboIm end 
Conatritii. Selected and Edited bv 
THBOsohBTAYLoe. CtTOwn Svo, clotb 
and gut edges, 71 . lUL 


Hall.~8k«t0hea of Inlfh CtiA- 
reotep. Ey Mn. S. C Haxa. With 
numeron* tUustrationa on Steel and 
Wood by Macusb, GiLBBaT.KanTST, 
and G. CauiasHANK. Uedyhun Ivpl 
cloth extra, gilt, ik, diL 


Gordon Gumming. In the 

HebHdea. By C. P. Gordon Gumming, 
Author of “ At Home in Fiji." With 
Autotype Facsimile and numerous 
full-page Illustration*, Demy Svo, 
cloth extra, 8s. 6(L 


Graham. — The Professor's 

Wife : A Story. By Leonard Graham. 
Fcap. Svo, picture cover, Is.; cloth 
extra. Si. 6d. 


Greeks and Romans, The Life 

of the, Described from Antique Monu- 
ment*. ^ Ernst Guhi. and W. 
Konxr. Translated ftom the Third 
German Edition, and Edited by Dr. 
F. Hubpfbr. With 54;^ lllustratioca 
New and Cheaper Edition, demy Svo, 
cloth extra, li. Sd. 


Greenwood (James), Works by: 
The Wilde of London. Crown Svo, 
clotb extra, 3 s. 60 . 

Low-Life Deeps: An Account of the 
Strange Pish to be Found There. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 8s. 6d. 

Dick Temple: A Novel. Post Svo, 
illustrated boards, Ss. 


Quyot The Earth and Man ; 

or. Physical Geography in its relation 
to the History of Mankind. By 
Arnold Gutot. With Additioaa by 
Professors Agassiz, Pierce, and Geay; 
IS Maps and Engravings on Steel, 
some Coloured, and copious Index. 
Crown Svo. cloth extra, gut, 4 fl. Sd. 


Hair (The): Its Treatment in 
Health, Weakness, and Disease. 
Translated Srom the German of Dr. 1 . 
PiMCUS. Crown Svo, la ; cloth, li.6d. 


Hake (Dr. Thomas Gordon), 

Poems by: 

Malden Eoetaey. Small 4to, cloth 
extra, 8s. 

New ^mbola Crown Svo, doth 
e3rtta,ti. 

Ladende of the Morrow. Crown Svo, 
olpth extra, Si. 

Tim i i y i ^ Piny. Grown Svo^ doth 


Halllday.— Every.day Papers. 

By Andrew Hallidav. Post Svo, 
illustrated boards, Si. 


Handwriting, The Philosophy 

of. With over 100 Facsimiles and Bb 
planatory Text. By Don Faux DS 
Salamanca. Post Svo, cloth limp, 
8s. Sd. 


Hanky-Panky; A Collection of 
Very EasyTricks.Very Difficult Tricks, 
White Magic, SleUht of Hand. dw. 
Edited by W. H. CaXMBB. With ioo 
Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 
4 b. Sd. 


Hardy (Lady DufTus). — Paul 
Wynter’a Saorlflce: A Story. By 
Lady Durrus Hardy. Post Svo, QlasL 
boards, 2a. , 


Hardy (Thomas).— Under the 

Greenwood Tree. By Thomas Hardy, 
Author of "Far from the Madding 
Crowd.** Crown Svo, cloth extra, 
8 b. Sd. i post Svo, illustrated boards, 
28 . 


Hawels (Mrs. H. R.), Works by : 

The Art of Dreee. With numerous 
lllustrationv. Small 8vo, illustrated 
cover, Is. ; cloth limp, li. Sd. 

The Art of Beauty. Now and Cheaper 
Edition. Crown Svo, cloth exura, 
with Coloured Frontispiece and Il- 
lustrations, 6s. 

The Art of Decoration. Square Svo, 
handsomely bound and profusely 
Illustrated, 10 s. Sd. 


Chauoar for Chfidram A Golden 
Key. With Eight Coloured Fteti^ 
and numerous Woodcuts. New 
Edition, small 4to, cloth extra, Si. 

Chaucer for Sehooli. Demy Svo, 
doth limp. 2 a Sd. 


Hawels (Rev. H. R.),— Amerteffin 
Humorlefte. Indudtag Waff 
livuio, OuvBE Wbmoiu^M 
lAMEi Rumku. UmwiJL, A.. 

Crown 8 v<h doth extra. Si. 






If 


BOOKS PUBUSSMD Bt 


Hawthdrnf (JuJIan)* Novels by. 
Crown Ivo. cloth extra, It. Id. each; 
poet Bvo, Ulnctnted boards, It. each. 


Qarth. 


Ellloe Quentin. 

Seb aetlan Stwme. 

Mrt. Gatnsboeough’o Olamonde. 
Peep. Bvo, illustrated cover, la; 
cloth extra, 2a. 6d. 

Ppinoo Saponl’e With. Crown Bvo, 
cloth extra, Sa. 6d. 

Ouat: A Novel. Crown Bvo, cloth 
extra, 8a. 6d. 

Foptune'a Fool. Three Vola., crown 
Bvo. Sla. ed. 

Beatrix Randolph. Two Vols., crown 
Bvo . 

Heath (F. G.). <— My Garden 
wild, and What I Grew There. By 
Francis Gborob Heath, Author of 
** The Fern Woild,** &c. Crown Bvo, 
cloth extra, 6a. ; cloth gilt, and gilt 
edges, da. 

Helps (Sir Arthur), Works by : 
Animala and their Maatera. Post 
Bvo, cloth limp, 2a. 6d. 

Social Praaaure. Post Bvo, cloth limp, 
2s. 6d. 

Ivan de Blron : A Novel. Crown Bvo, 
cloth extra, 8a. Bd.; post Bvo, Ulus* 
trated boards, 2a. 

Heptalogla (Vhe) ; or. The 

Seven against Sense. A Cap with 
Seven Brils. Cr. Bvo, cloth extra, Ba. 

Herbert.— The Poems of Lord 
Harbert of Cherbury. Edited, with 
an Introduction, by J. Churton 
CoLUNS. Crown Bvo, bound in parch- 
ment, 8a. 

Hsrrjok's (Robert) Hesperides, 

Noble Numbers, and Complete Col* 
leotad Poems. With Memorial-Intro* 

dnetion and Notes by the Rev. A. B. 

Grobart, D.D., Steel Portrait, Index 

of First Lines, and Glosaarlal Index, 

Sc. Three Vols., crown Bvo, cloth 
boards, IBa. 


Hesse • Wartegg (Chevalier 

Ernst vonX Works by : 

Tunis: The Land and the Peopla 
With as lUoatrationa. Crown Bvo, 
ekilh extra. Si. Bd. 

The New South-West: Travelling 
Skatobss from Kaaaaa, New Mexico, 
Arism Md Northsn Msxcto. 
With SM fine Illnstratlm and % 
Mspa. Damp Bva dodi mttqa, 
IfB. ynpnpmnMtm, 


HIndley (ChaHes), Works by i 

Crown Bts, cloth extra. Be. B1 each.* 
Tavern Aneodotse and Stwlngs : In 
elnding the Origfri of sigiS, an^ 
Remlfllaoances connected witi 
Taverna, Coffee Hooaea, Qiibs, 
With iSuatrationa. ’ 

The Lifa and Adventures of a Chaai; 
Jaok. By One of the Fraternity. 
Edited by Charlb s Hindley. 

Holmes(OllverW6ndell),WopkQ 

by: 

The Autocrat of the Breakfhet 
Table. Illustrated by J. Gordok 
Thomsom. Post Bvo, cloth limp 
2e. 6d. ; another Edition in suiallci 
tvpe, with an Introduction Iw G. A 
Sala. Post Bvo, cloth limp, a. 
The Profeeeor at the Breakfast 
Table ; with the Story of Iris. Posi 
Bvo, cloth limp, 2a. 


Holmes. — The Solenoe 

Voloe Production and Voice Preser 
vatlon: A Popular Manual for th( 
Use of Speakers fhd Singers. B] 
Gordon Holmes, M.D. Crown Bvo 
cloth limp, with Illustrations, Si. 6d. 


Hood (Thomas): 

Hood’s Choice Worke, In Prose sm 
Verse. Including the Cream of thi 
Comic Annuals. With Life of tbi 
Author, Portrait, and soo Illustrs 
tions. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, TxBd 
Hood’s Whims and OddItlee. Con 
plete. With all the original Hint 
trations. Post Bvo, cloth limp, 8a. 


Hood (Tom), Works by: 

From Nowhere to the North Pols 
A Noah’s Arkasological Narrative 
With Illustrations by W. Bruk 
ton and E. C Barnes. Squar 
crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, Bl 
A Golden Heart: A Novel. PoatBvc 
illustrated boards, 2a. 


Hook's (Theodore) Choice Hu 
moroua Works, including hla Lnd 
croQB Adventure8,Bons Mots, Puna an 
Hoaxes. With a New Life of th 
Author, Portraits, FacslmBes, an 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extn 
gilt, 71. Bd. , 

Home — Orion : An Epic Posn 
In Three Booka. By RioaAxn Hn 
Otar Hoskb. Wiih PhoMaphl 
Portrait f)^ a MedalUon hr mi 
mas. Tenth Bdition« oMewa fw 
doth extra, Ti. 










CHAtTO 4* WliWUS; PICCADILLY. 


n 


How«lf.— OonfIfoU of Capital 

and Labour, Hitla^ly tad Boo* 

noDOdMlly cooildared I Botog a Ifia- 
tonatklKaTitwof Uw TradaUalona 
oTGfaat Brttahi} ahowiiigllMir Ori(^, 
Progma, Constitiitioa, a^ 014acU,iii 
thw PoUfioal, So^, Boononiieal, 


aad liidBttrial . 


By Gaoaoa 


HowaLU Or. eitfa, Ta 6d. 

Hugo. ~ The Hunohbaok of 

Notl« Dama. By VicToa Huoo. 

Poat 8vo, illustrated boarda, ii. 

Hunt.— Easaya by Leigh Hunt. 

A Tale for a Chimney Corner, and 

other Piecea. With Portrait and In* 

troductlon by Bomumb Olubb. Pott 

8to. cloth limp, 2i. 

Hunt (Mra. Alfred), Novela by: 

Thopnieroft’e Model. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra. Si. 6d. ; poat 8vo, Ulua- 
trated boarda, 2a. 

The Leaden Caaket. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, Sa. 6d. ; poat 8vo, illua* 
trated boarda, 2i. 

aelf Condemned. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra. Si. gd. 

Ingelow Fated to be Free : A 

Novel. By Jbam 1 noblow. Crown 

8vo, cloth extra, la. 6d.; poat 8vo, 

illustrated boarda, 8a. 


Irlah Wit and Humour, Songa 

of. Collected and Edited by A. Pbrcb* 
VAL Gravis. Poat 8vo, cloth limp, 
2a. 6d. [I n preparation, 

Irving (Henry).— The Paradox 

of Acting. Translated, with Annota- 
tiona, from Diderot’s "Le Paradoxe 
aiir le Com8dien," by Waltbr Hbr* 
ribs Pollock. With a Preface by 
Hbmrv Irviko. Crown 8vo, in parch* 
meat, 4a. Id. 


Irving (Wa8hington),Work8 by: 
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 8a. each. 
Talee of a Traveller. 

Tales of the Alhambra. 

Jame8. — Confldenoe : A NoveL 
By Hbmry Jambs, Jnn. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 8s. 60. ; post 8vo^ Ulus- 
trated boards, 2a. 


Janvier.— Practical Keramlce 

for Students. By Caturini A. 
Janvibr. Crown 8vo. doth extra, 6a. 


Jay (Harriett), Novels by.,Xach 
crown 8vo^ cloth extra, Si. M.; or post 
tvo, Uluatnted boards. 2 b. 

The Oerk Colleen. 

The %ieeA of Conneught. 


JelBsrlee,— Naturo near Lon- 

Crown 6ve, eiofli extea, 6a. 


Jenninge (H. JA— Ourfoeltlee 

of Ort^olsm. By Haiii^. JonmiOB. 
Post cloth Ump^ 2s. 61 

Jennings (Hargrave). -* The 

Rosloruolens: Their Rites and ICy»> 
teriea. With Chapters on the Aneient 
Fire and Serpent Worshippers. By 
Haroravb jBKNtMos. With Fivs foil- 
page Plates and npwarda of soo luns- 
trations. A New Edition, orowa tvo, 
cloth extra. 7 b. 61. 


Jerrold (Tom), Worke by: 

The Carden that Paid the Rent. 
By Tou Jbrrold. PeaoL Ivo, iUna- 
trated cover. Is. } cloth Ifotp, li. ML 

Houeehold Horticulture: A Ooilip 
about Flowers. By Tom and Jamb 
J aaaoLD. Illuatrated, Poet 6vo, 
cloth limp. 2i. 61. 

Our KItohen Carden: The Plants 
we Grow, and How we Cook Theaa. 
By Tom jBaaoLD. Poat 8v% ololh 
limp, 2 b. 61. 


Jesse — Scenes and Occupa- 
tions of a Country Life. By Bowaae 
JEBSB. Pott 8vo, doth limp, fo. 


Jones (Wm., F.8.A.), Works by : 

FInger-RIng Lore: Historical, Le- 
gendary, and Anecdotal. With over 
soo Illustratione, Crown 8vo, olotb 
extra, 7 b. 61. 

Credulities, Past and Present; In- 
cluding the Sea and Seamen, Miners, 
Talismans, Word aad Letter Divina- 
tion, Exorcising and Blessing of 
Animals, Birds, Eggs, 'Luo^ Re. 
With an Etched Frontiipieoer&OWS 
8vo, cloth extra, 7a 61. 

Crowne and Coronations} A History 
of Regalia in all Times and Conn- 
tries. With One Hundred lUne* 
^ tratione. Cr, Bvo, doth extra, 16. 61. 

Jenson's *(Ben) Works, With 
Nolea Critical and Bxplanelory, and 
a Biogr^hioal Memoir by Willum 
C irroan. Bdited by CouMMd Com- 
MiaoSAU. Three VoiB.« etows 8vO| 
cii^ext^lM.;oraefM»ieiy»6aeadh, 

iloMphu,,Th«Coi^|iM«Worki 

a*j^4!ia2 


Two Voli., 8yp, 

sad Kva, cOotb eilta. 




BOOKS PUBtlSBBD BY 


Kavanni^^Tha Pearl Foun- 
tein, SM otfwr Fairy Storiet. Bv 
BMDOSTtAd JUUA Kavahaqh. With 
TMrty XUnatratiotttby J. Mora Smith. 
Small 8vo» cli^ gilt, ii. 

ICeinpt.->Penoll and Palette : 

Chaptara on Art and Artioti. By Robert 
Kempt. Pott 8vo, cloth limp, 2b. 6d. 

ICIngeley (Henry), Novels by: 

BaOh crown 8vo, cloth extra, St. 6d. ; 

. hr post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2 m . 
Oakahott Caatle. 

Numb er Seventeen. 

lAmb (Charles) : 

Mary and Charles Lamb: Their 
Poems, Letters, and Remains. With 
Bemioisoences and Notes by W. 
Carew Haclitt. With Hakcoce's 
Portrait of the Essayist, Facsimiles 
of the Title-pages of the rare First 
Bditions of Lamb’s and Coleridge’s 
Works, and numerous Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, lOi. 6d. 
dJunb’e Complete Works, in Prose 
and Verse, reprinted from the Ori- 

e nal Editions, with many Pieces 
therto unpublished. Edited, with 
Notes and Introduction, by R. H. 
SHBrHBRO. With Two Portraits and 
Facsimile of Page of the " Essay on 
Boast Pig." Cr.ttvo, cloth extra, 7i.6d. 
The Eeeaye of Ella. Complete Edi- 
tion. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 2i. 
Poatry for Children, and Prince 
Dorus. By Charlbs Lamb. Care- 
fully Reprinted from unique copies. 
Small 8vo, cloth extra, 6a. 

Littia Easeya: Passages from the 
Letters of Charles Lamb. Selected 
and Edited by Percy Fiteobralo. 
Post 8vo, cloth limp, Sa. 6d. 

44ire8 and Penates; or. The 
Background of Life. By Florence 
Caddy. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Sa. 


'ijuie’s Arabian Nights, dto.: 
Tha Thouaand and One Nlghte^ 
commonly called, in England, ^The 
AxABtaN Nights* Entertain- 


Nights* Entbrtaih 

MBNT8.** A New Translation from 
the Arahio, with copious Notes, by 
Bowaud William Lane, lllnstratea 
by many hundred Engravings on 
Wood, nwm Original jDesIgns by 
Wa. Haevet. a New Edition, firom 
aCepy annotated by the Transistor, 
edited* by hia Nwhew, Bowabo 
8TAMUV>00X4t. With a Pra&ee by 
foAHUur LAHE'Poa.B, TbraeVola., 
HSMBy Sea oloth extra, Ta id. aach. 


Uui0's Arabian Nights^ InOr » 


Lanb, 


Modern 


Bg^i|^,**ao. Edited Ira StiI^bt 
Lane-Poolb. Crowo Ivo, cloth 


extra, 6a. 


Larwood (Jacob), Works by; 

The Story of the London Parke. 
With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 8s. 61. 

Olerlcat Aneodotaa Poat 8vo, cloth 
limp, 8i. 61. 

Forenalo Anecdotea Post 8vo, cloth 
limp, 2 b. Bd. 

TheatHoal Anecdotea. Post 8vo, cloth 
limp, 28. 61. 


Leigh (Henry 6.), Works by: 

Carols of Cookayne. With nnmeroui 
Illustrations. Post Bvp, cloth limp, 
2a. 61. 

Jeux d'EaprIt. Collected and Edited 
by Hbn RY S. Leigh. Post 8vo, doth 
limp, 28. 61. 

Life In London ; or. The History 
of Jerry Hawthorn and Corinthian 
Tom. With the whole of CaoiX' 
shank’s Illustrations, in Colours, dter 
the Originals. Crown 8vo, doth extra, 
7a. 61. 

Linton (E. Lynn), Works by : , 
WItoh Stories. Post 8vo, doth limp, 
2a. 61. 

Tha True Story of Joehiis Davideon 
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2 b. 61. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8a. 61. each ; post 
8vo. illustrated boarda, 8a. 
Patricia Kembatl. 

The Atonement of Laam Oundaa. 
The World Well Lost. 

Under which Lord P 
With a Silken Thread. 

The Rebel of the Family. 

“ My Love I '* 


lone. Three Vols., crown 8vo, Sis. Id. 

Locks and Keys.— On fhs De- 

wdopment and Distributioii of Mssi* 
dva Looks and Ke;^ Bj UaaL*<3aB. 
Prrr-RivBEa, FJLS. WnhasMSaa 
Uloatradona. Damy hw |U»- 
1rarhho.l6a . ' 
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Longfellow : 

LmglkllowV Comptot* ProM Works. 
Inslndlnf ^*Ootre Mer,»» “Hyper- 
ton,** “ I&vanegfa ** “ The Poatt^ 
Poetry of Biin>ps,'’nnd “ Driftwood.'* 
With Portrait end Illnetimtione hy 
VAUHfTiNB Bnouutf. Cfown 8vo, 
cloth extra, TV. M. 

LonjrfiBlIow’e Poetioal Worka Care- 
fully Reprinted from the Ori^nal 
Bdftions. With numerous fine Illus- 
trationa on Steel and Wood. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 7 i. 6d. 


MaoDon&ld (Qoorgw tL.lXK 

The PHneees and Curdle. W^ ti 
lUnatradonabyjainaALxxM. Bmell 
ctownB TO, doth extra, te. 

QuttarPeroha Wlllla the WoMn 
Genlns. With g lUnatrationa bj 
AxTHun Huoasa. Square STO^deu 
extra, 8i. 6d. 

Paul Faber, Surgeon. With a Prcn- 
tispiece by J. £. MiLLAia Crown 
6vo, cloth extra, Si. 6d.; post Sto^ 
illustrated boards, 2s. 


Lucy Qldeon Fleyce: A Novel. 

By Henry W. Lucy, Crown 8vo, 
doth extra, 3 a. 6A. 


Thomae Wingfold, Curate, With a 
Frontispiece by C. J. StamilanDi. 
Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 8a. fid. ,* post 
Bvo, illustrated boards, 2a. 


Luslad (The) of Camoena. 
Translated into English Spenserian 
Verse by Robert Ffrxmch Durr. 
Demy 8vo, with Fourteen full-page 
Platea, cloth boards, 18 a 


Macdonell Quaker Coualna: 

A Novel. By Aones MaCdohbix. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 8a. Sd.; peel 
8to, illustrated boards, 


McCarthy (Juetin, M.P.), Works 

by: 

A Hietory of Our Own Times, from 
the Accession of Queen Victoria to 
the General Election of iBSo, Four 

Vols. demy 8vo, cloth extra, 18 a. 

each.— Also a Popular Edition, in 

Four Vols. crown 8vo, doth extra, 

fia. each. 

A Short Hietory of Our Own TImea. 

One Volume, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 


Hietory of the Four Georges. Four 
Vols. demy 8to, cloth extra, 18 a. 

each. [In preparation. 


Maogregor. — Pastimes and 

Players. Notes on Popular Gamae. 
By Robert Macorboor. Poat Bvo, 
doth limp, Sa. 8d. 


Macllse Portralt.QaUery(Tha> 

of llluetrloue Literary Charaotara; 
with Memoirs— Biographical, Critical, 
Bibliographical, ana Anecdotal— Ulna* 
trative of the Literature of the fanner 
half of the Present Century. By 
William Bates, B.A. With eg Por^ 
traits printed on an India Tint. Crowo 
Bvo, cloth extra, 7 a. fid. 

Maoquold (Mrs.), Works by : 


Crown 8to, cloth extra, 3 i. fid. each ; 

post 8vo, illustrated boards, Sx. each. 

Dear Ladjl Disdain. 

The Waterdala Neighbours. 

My Enemy's Daughter. 

A Fair Saxon. 

LInley Roohferd 
Mlee Mteanthropa. 

Donna Quixota. 


The Comet of a Season. Crown 
8to. doth extra. Si. fid. 

Maid of Athena. With is Illuatra- 
tiona by F. BAiNAao. 3 Tds.,oxown 
firo, fill. fid. 


McOarthy (Justin H.), Works 
by; 

Ssnapton, and other Poema. Caown 
Bto^ doth extra. Si. 


An Outline of the Htotory -. 
frooi the Esrliest Vlaee to the Pre- 
sent Day. Cr.Bro, U. ; do(]i,lf.Sd. 


In the Ardennes. With 50 fine lUne- 
trations by Thomas R, MAcquom, 
Square Bvo, cloth extra, 10 a. fio. 

Pictures and Legends from Nor- 
mandy and Brittany. With nvniar- 
ous Illustrations by Thom At R. 
Mac^oio, Square 8to, doth gilt, 


Through Normandy. With go mao' 
trations byT, R. Macouoid. Sqiiaro 
Bvo, cloth extra, 7 a. So. 

Through Brittany. With nnaMfona 
llluelratloos by T, IL MAoquonx 
Square 8vo,doth extra, 7 a* fid. 
About Yorkahire With fiy Blnatrs- 
tions by T. R. If Aequeto, r 
bj^SwAHi. SqnareT 

Svo, Ulnattatodlihitfdf^ 9 ’ 

Lost Roaa.aad othto 
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BOOKS PVBUSHEO BY 


Mackay.— Intertudet and Un- 
a«rton«it or. Mmie at TwiU^t. By 
Cmaubo llAeoATi LL.D. CrowaflTO, 
eloth tetra, «i. 

Magician’s Own Book (The): 
ftrfomianoaa with Cnpa ana Balia. 
B|^ Hata, HandkercUoB, Ac. All 
from aotaal Baparienca. Bditad by 
W. H. CasMsa. With aoo Illuatrationa. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4a. ML 

Magic No Mystery : Tricks with 
Cards, Dice, Balia, Ac., with folly 
descriptive Directions; the Art of 
Secret Writing ; Training of Perform- 
ing Anitnaia, &c. With Coloured 
Frontispiece and many Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4a. 6d. 

Magna Charta. An exact Fac- 
simile of the Original in the British 
Museum, printed on fine plate paper. 
3 feet by a feet, with Arms and Seals 
emblaxoned in Gold and Colours. 
Price 6a. 

Mallook (W. H.), Works by : 

The New Republlo ; or. Culture, Faith 
and Philosophy in an English Country 
' House. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 8s. 64. ; 

Cheap Edition, illustrated boards, 8s. 
The Now Paul and Virginia: or. Posi- 
tivism on an Island. Post 8vo, cloth 
Ump, Ss. 64. 

Poems. Small 4to, bound in parch- 
ment, 8a. 

la Llfo worth Living P Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 6 b. 

Mallory’s (Sir Thomas) Mort 

d'Arthur ; The Stories of King Arthur 
and of the Knights of the Round Table. 
Edited by B. Montoomrsix Rankino. 
Post 8vo, cloth ‘limp, 2s. 

Marlowe's Works. Including 

bis Translatioos. Edited, with Notes 
and Introduction, by Col. Cukninq- 
RAH. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Marryat(Flor6noe), Novels by: 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Ss. 64. each ; or, 
post 8vo, illuatrated bosjrda, Is. 
Open I Sesame I 
Written In Fire. 

Sfosl SvQ^ Uinstrated boards, Is. esfik 
A Hspveet Of WtM Oate. 

A Uttia S t s p ssn. * 

Fighting the Ala 


Mark Twain, Works syt 

The Choloa Worice df AS trie Twain. 
Revised and Corrected thionghont by 
the Author. With Life, Portrait, and 
nnmerons lUnatrationa Crown 8vo, 
doth extra, ft. 64. 

The Adventupoa of Tom Sawyer. 
With too Illustrations. Small 8vo, 
cloth extra, fa. 64. Cbsaf Bdixiom, 
illustrated boards, 8s. 

An Idle Exourelon,and other Sketches. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, Ss. 

The Prince and the Pauper. With 
nearly «oo Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 7s. 64. 

The Innooente Abroad ; or. The New 
Pilgrim’s Progress : Being tome Ac- 
count of the Steamship Quaker 
City's '* Pleasure Excursion to 
Europe and the Holy Land. With 
234 Illustrations. Crown Bvo, doth 
extra, 7s. 64. Cheap Bditiom (under 
the title of “ Mark TwAii(*e PLUAeoas 
Taip ”), post Bvo, illuat. boards, 8s. 

A Tramp Abroad. With 3x4 Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, fa. 64. 
The Stolen White Elephant, Ao. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Llfo on the Mieeleelppl. With about 
300 Original Illustrations. Crown 
Bvo, cloth extra, 7 b. 64. 

Massinger's Plays. From the 
Text of William Gifford. Edited 
by Col. Cunningham. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 68. 

May hew.— London Charaoters 

and the Humoroua Side of London 
Life. By Henry Mayhkw. With 
numerous Illustrations. Crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 88 64. 

Mayfair Library, The : 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 88. 64. per Volume 
A Journey Round My Room. By 
Xavier db Maistrb. Translated 
by Henry Attwell. 

Latter-Day Lyrioa Edited by W. 

Davenport Aoams. 

Quipe and Quiddities. Selected by 
W. Davenport Adams. 

The Agony Column of “Tha Tlmaa,** 
from 1800 to i8yo. Edited; with aa 
Introduction, by Alice Clay. 
BalzM'a “Comedia Humalna" and 
its Author. With Tnnilationa by 
H. H. WAtoexa. 

Malanahefy Anatemlaad : A tanlsr 
Abridgmant of “ Barton's Aaatoaat 
of Mdaachdy.*’ 

O yt ronomy m a Fine Art Bf 
Baxu<aT>SAvAiM, 
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MATVAtS LiMAItr, Wl tf l U li J— 

TIm tpMohM «f Oliartw OlokMia. 
UUnjy FHvolltl«% Fano|M FolllM, 
and Frollos. ByW. T. Douom. 
Poatloal Ingcnuttlas and C^ntrlol* 
tiM. Selected and Bdhad by W. T. 
Dobson. 

The Cupboard PafMFB. BjFu-BBn. 
Original Playe hj W. S. GmeBBT. 
^MT Sbmbs. Containing: The 
Wicked World — ^gmallon and 
Galatea— Charity — T* PrinceM— 
The Palace of Truth— Trial by Jury. 
Original Playe by W. S. Gilbebt. 
Second Series. Containing : Broken 
Hearts — Engaged — Sweethearts— 
Gretchen— Dan 1 Druce— Tom Cobb 
— H.M.S. Pinafore — The Sorcerer 
—The Pirates of Penzance. 

Songe of Irish Wit and Humour. 
Coilectedand Edited by A. Percevai. 
Graves. 

Animale and their Maatere. By Sir 
Arthur Helfb. 

Social Preeaure. By Sir Arthur 
Helps. _ 

Curioeitiee of Crltlolem. By Hknrt 
J. Jennimos. 

The Autocrat of the Breakflaet-Table. 
By Oliver Wbndbll Holmes. Il- 
lustrated by J. Gordon Thomson. 
Pencil and Palette. By Robert 
Kempt. 

Little Eeei^e: Passages from the 
Letters of Charles Lamb. Selected 
and Edited by Percy Fiteobrald. 
ClarloRl Aneedotea. By Jacob Lar- 
wood. 

Forenolo Aneodoteei or, Humour and 
Curiosities of the Law and Men of 
Law. By Jacob Larwood. 
Theatrical Anaodotea By Jacob 
Larwood. 

Carola of Cockayna By Henry S. 
Lbxoh. 

Jeux d’EapHt. Edited by Henry S. 
Leioh. 

True Htatory of Joehua Davideon. 

By £. Lynn Linton. 

Witoh Stoplee. By E. Lynn Linton. 
Paatimae and Playera By Robert 

MACORROoa 

The New Paul and Virginia By 
W. H. If ALLoca 

Tha Neiw RepubHa By W. H. Uav 
Looa 

PueK on Pegaeue By B.Cmoliiorsb- 



If aytair L»rarT( seaMMMf— * 

Mueae cf BdM hf E« 

Cp0X.K0M0RUt-PRNNIU4t 
Ttioraau: Hie LUb eadAima. 8f 
H. A. PAoa 

Punlana. By the Hon. Hdoji Howtar. 
More Punlana By the Hoa Hooa 
Rowlby. 

The Phlloaophy of Handwriting. By 
Don Fblix dr Salamanoa. 

By Stream and Bea By William 
Senior. 

Old Stories Retold. By Walter 
Thornbury. 

Leavea from a Natural lat’e Not#- 
Book. By Dr. Andrew Wilson. 

Medicine, Family One Thott- 

sand Medical Maxims and Snrgloal 
Hints, for Infancy, Adult Llfe|Middle 
Age, and Old Age. By N. E. Davirb. 
Licentiate of tbe Royal College of 
Physicians of London. Crown Bvo, 
la. ; cloth, le. ed. 

Merry Circle (The) : A Book of 
New Intellectual Games and Anmae- 
ments. By Clara BellRW. With 
numerous Illustrations. Crown SwSk 
cloth extra, 4e. 64. 

Middleirfatt (Jean), NovbIb by: 

Touch smd Oo. Crown Svo, elm 
extra, la. 6d. ; post 8vo, lUnstnitpd 
boards, 8 b. 

Mr. Oorllllon. Poat 8vo, fllnatniled 
boards, 8 b. 

Miller. — Phyeiology for the 

YounR: or. Tbe Hooee of LUa : Ho- 
man Pbytiplogy, with Its appUoatlOo 
to the Preserretian of Healw. For 
nse in Classes end Popoler Reeding. 
With numerous lUastretioM. Ifylin* 
F. Fenwick Millbr. Smau 8 vo» dotb 
limp, 8b. «d. _ 

Milton (J. L.), Worke by: 

The Hygiene of the Skin. ACondee 
Set m Rules for tbe Management or 
the SUn; with DlrectUma forDlel^ 
Wines, Soaps, Baths Ac. Small BrOk 
la. : eloth extra, 1 b. AL 
The Bath in OleanaBa of the ffcla. 
Small 8vo, Is. ; cloth exfra, te. id. 
The Lnwa of Life, and their Relation 
to Dieeasea of the Skin. Small 8vo, 
iB. ; cloth extra, 18. id. 

MonorlefT. — The Abdlostiofit 
or. Time THee AIL An Hielorioel 
Drama. By W. D« SooTTulf^mnin*. 

R. If ACssnii allium CitettMA%iW 

410. l^ndS tefiSKlbr 
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(D. Cht*latl6), Nov«fft 
by. OD«m8«Q,eMesti%ai.fA.eicb i 
pMtftirai»llltitibrata4 bdi., iik Mob. 

A LHb’» AtoMmant. 

A Modal Fathoy. 

Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 81. M. each, 
doodph’t Coat. With lUnatratlont by 
P. Baenard. 

‘Coala of Fire, ^th Illnstratlona by 
Arthur Hopkins and others. 

Vat Strange : A Story of the Prioiroae 
Way. 

Hearta. 

By the Gate of the Sea. Illustrated 
oy William Small. 

The Way of the World. Three Vols., 
crown 8vo, 81a. 6d. [Shortly. 

North Italian Folk. By~^. 

CoMYNs Carr, lllust. by Randolph 
Caldroott. Sq. 8vo, cloth extra,7a. 6d. 

Number Nip (Stories about), 

the Spirit of tne Giant Mountains. 
Retold for Children by Walter 
Grahams. With Illustrations by J. 
Mots Smith. Pos t 8vo, cloth extra, Be. 

Nursery Hints: A Mother’s 
Guide in Health and Disease. By N. 
S. Oaviss, L.R,C.P. Crown 8vo, Is . ; 
cloth, i s. ed. 

Ollphant. •— Whiteladles : A 

Novel. With Illustrations by Arthur 
Hopkins and Hrnry Woods. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 8s. 6d.; post 8vo, 
iUnstrated boards, 2s. 

O'Reilly — Phcsbe's Fortunes : 

A Novel. With Illustrations by Hrnry 
Tucr. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 9s. 

O’Shaughnessy (Arth.), Vlforks 

by: 

$onge of a Worker. Fcap. Bvo, cloth 
extra. 7s. 8d. 

Music and Moonlight. Fcap. 8vo, 
cloUi extra, 7s. 6d. 

Laya of Franco. Crown Svoy cloth 
extra, 10s. ed. 

Oulda, Novete by. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 5s. each : post 8vo, Ulna- 
trated boards. 2i each. 

Ifold In Bondage. 

•trathmora. 

Ohandoe. 

Uedar Two Plaga. 

Oaoii Oaatloasal0o’a Qasa 
Malla. 


Odwa's NovsLg, seo WssAf 

Trfsotmi. 

Pudk. 

Polls Farina. 

A Dog of Flandora. 

Two Little Wooden Shose. 
Pasoaral. 

Mgna. 

In a Winter City. 

Ariadna. 

Frlandahlp. 

Motha. 

PIpletrelle. 

A Village Commune. 

In Maremma. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra. 5s. 

BImbI: Stories for Children. Square 
8vo, cloth jdlt, cinnamon odgM, 1l.6d.; 
Popular Bditlon. crown Bvo. cloth 
extra, 6s. 

Wanda: A NoveL Crown Bvo, cloth 
extra, 6a. 

Wisdom, Wit, and Pathos. Selected 
from the Works of Ouida by F. 
Sydney Morris. Small crown 8vo, 
cloth extra,'’ 6s. 

Frosooea: Dramatic Sketches. Crown 
Bvo, cloth extra, IPs 6d. 

Pfiige (H. A.^, Works by : a 
Thoreau : His Life gmd Aims : A Study. 
With a Portrait. Pott 8to, dotn 
limp, 2b. ed. 

Lights on the Way : Some Tales with- 
in a Tale. By the late J. H. Alex- 
ander, B.A. Edited by H. A Paob. 
Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 6s. 

PaBcal’s Provincial Letters. A 

New Translation, with Historical In- 
troduction and Notes, by T. M’Caix, 
D.D. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 

Paul Ferroll : 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 81. each. 
Paul Ferroll : A Novel. 

Why^aul Ferroll Killed Hie Wife. 

Paul Gentle and Simple. By 

Maroakkt Aonxs Paul. With a 
Frontispiece by Hrlsn PATsasoH. 
Cr. 6vo, ciotb extra, 8i. Bd. l poet 8vo, 
Illoatrated boards, is. 

Payn (James), Novels by. 

Baoh cr own Svo, cloth extra,|i. M; 
or, post Bvo, Illustrated boacdeklA 
Loot Sir MagalngboPcL 
Tba Boat of Hiie b aik ta . 

WaltMi'a Word. 
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jAiOi Path’s NavB;.s, coit timHd 
NbIvm. I FfUlsn FortuiMs. 
What Hs Cost Hsi». 

Loss BJsoK thon We’ps Palntsd . 
By Proxy 
Undsr Ons Root 
High Spirits. 

Csriyon’s Year. 

A Conftdsntlal Agsnt 
Soma Prlvats VIsws. 

From Exlls. 

Post 8vo, illtistrated boards, 8l. e«eh. 
A Porfaot Treasure. 

Bentinok's Tutor. 

Murphy’s Maater ’ 

A County Family. 

At Her Mercy. 

A Woman's Vengeanoe 
Caoll’s Try at. 

The^Cilyfrards of Clyflh. 

Ths Family Soapegrsoe. 

The Foster Brothers. 


Pl«ii«lia (J, R.), Wonka lw«e 
Tliej9y9lopsidia Oostufnaj or. 

of I>ress— RWi Bo* 

itrU.aadMiUtsnr-4ran 

the Earliest Period in Enelaad tothe 
Reign of George the Tlwd. ISMlnd* 
Ing Notices of Cootemporaaeoiia 
Fashions on the Continent, and a 
General Histoi^of the Costumeaof 
the Principal Coantries of Enrope. 
Two Vols., demy 4to, half moroeco, 
profusely Illustrated with Coloured 
and Plain Plates and Woodcuts. 
£7 7 s. The Vols. may also be had 
uparatriy (each complete in itself) 
at £8 18 a. 6d. each : Vol. 1 . Thb 
Diqtiomart. Vol, II. A GSMxaAi* 
History of Costume in Buaors. 

The Pureulvant of Arms ; of, Her- 
aldry Founded upon Facts. With 
Coloured Frontispiece and aoo lUus* 
trations. Crown 8vo, doth extrSa 
71 . 60 . 

Songa and Poema, from 1819 to z^. 
Edited, with an introduction, by hla 
Daughter, Mrs. Mackaemsss. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 


Found Dead. 

Cwendollne'a Harveart. 
Humorous Stories, 
hike Father, Like Son. 

A Marine Residence. 

Married Beneath Him. 

Mirk Abbey. 

Not Wooed, but Won. 

Two Hundred Pounde Reward. 


Crown 8yo, cloth extra, 8 b. 6d. each. 

A Grape fFom a Thom. With Illua* 

tratioas by W. Small. 

For Cash Only. | Kit ; A Memory. 

The Oanon'e Ward. Three Vola, 
crown 8vo . IShortly, 

Pennell (H. Cliolmondeley), 
Work# by: Post 8to, cloth limp, 
Is. 0d. sach. 


Puek on Psgasua With lUostratlons. 
Ths Musas of Mayfair. Vara da 
Speidt6. Selected and Edited by H. 
C. PSNNBLL. 


PMaaua RsrBaddlod. With nuassaxma 
fnU-pags liluitratioas by Gsoiox Du 
MAuaisa. 


Pipkie Trooping with Crowe : 

A Stoiy. By Cathxrins Piasis. Foap. 
8vo, picture cover, Is 


PI ay -time : Sayings and Doings 
ofBabyland. ByEowaan STAXFOan. 
Large 4to, handsomely printed In 
Colours, 6s. 


Plutarch’s Lives of lllustrloue 

Men. Translated from the Greek, 
witlKNotes Critinal and Historical, and 
a Liis of Plutarch, by John and 
William Lanohorns. Two Vola, 
Svo, cloth extra, with Portraits, MS, gd. 

Poe (Edgar Allan) 

The Choloe Worke, in Prose and 
Poetry, of Bdoas Allah Pob. With 
an Introductory Essay by Chaslbs 
Bavoblaibs, Portrait and Fao- 
similea. Crown Svo, cloth axtta, 
7 s. 0 tL 

The Myatory of Marla Rogat, and 
other Stories. Post Svo, illusttated 
boards. Sa 


Pope’s Poetical Worke. Com- 

jilete to One Voloma. Post Svn, cloth 


Pheipe— Beyond the Qatee. 
By Bluaerth^Stoabt F*BLFa, 
Aathor m ” Tbs Gatas Aktr.** Crmm 


j^,o l«h aa^ ^&i£dby 


Price (E. C.), Novels by: 
Vnlaritlnn: A Sketch, With a 


- Jfzow 

Oown 

mestraiad hoipS^lS. ^ 
Tha^Pgoi^|Mrai. Thus Vais., omob 













8aundei*ft (John), Novato by: 
Crows 8va aothsstrs, Ss 6d.eadii or 
poit 8vo, fllsttratwl bosnu, la e«dk 
Bound to tlM Whool. 

Ono Against tho World. 

Quy Waterman 
The Lion In tho Path. 

Tho Two Droamore. 


CHATte^^ WiNBUS, PiCCADItLY, 


RImmer (Alfhed), Wopha by ; Sanaon^—Savan Qanaimtiona 

Our Old Country Towns B7Ax.raaD fif Exodutl^rs: Nsmobs of tto 

axuMsa. With over flo Illustrations Sanson Fa^ly (i6M to 1I47)* Sdltad 

by the Author. Square 8vo, doth by Haijay^asoa, Ord^ avo, olotb 

extra, gilt, lOi. M. •**». *•. 

Rambles Round Eton and Harrow. 

By Altexs wuuBE. Withjolllus* 
trations by the Author. Square 8vo, 
doth gilt. Ids. 8d. 

About England with Dlokena. With 
58 Illustrations by Alfebd Rimmxe 
and C. A. Vandbehoov. Square 8vo, 
doth gilt, 10s. ad. 


Robinson (P. W.), Novels by : 

Women are Strange. Crowa Svoi 
doth extra, 8s. 61. Solsnoa Qossip *. An Ulnatrated 

The Hands of Justloe. Crown 8vo, Medium of Intarchanfa and Gossip 
doth extra, 8s. 61. for Students and Lovers of Motors. 

Edited by J. £. TaVLoa, Ph.B., P.L.S.. 

Robinson (Phil), Works by: F.G.S. Monthly, price 41 lAnauai 

The Poete' Birds. Crown 8vo. doth Subscrintlon 8a (toduding Po^k 
extra, 7a. 61. io XiV. may ba had 

Tha Poeta* Beaata. Crown 8vo, cloth 
lI,prepaiaH«,. 

Robinson Crusoe: A beautiful 

Large-Paper copies, printed on hand- wsw, wt* ^ 

made paper, with India proofs of the - ^ 

Illustrations, price 86s. ** SsOPSt Out SsPlSS, Ths : 

“ — ; — 7“ : : crown 8to, doth extra, protnaely lUus- 

Roohefoucauld s Maxims and trated, 4s. 6d. each. 

Moral Reflectlona With Notes, and The Secret Out; One Thonsaad 

an Introductory Essay by Saimtb- Tricks with Cards, and othaf Re- 

Bbuve. Post Bvo, cloth limp, 2s. creationa ; with Bnteruining Bxpecl- 

R0llofBattl*Abb;7fheTir. SSSl’^ 

A List of tho Principal Warriors who Engravings. 

«»mo over from Normandy with WU- Tha Pyrotaohnlat’a Traaaury; or* 
^ the Conqueror. Md ^ttl^ in Completa Art of Makina Pireraka 

ttoa Coun^, a.d. 10^. With the By Thomas KBUTian. Withnumeiw 

prinapal Arma amblasoned in Gold ou Illuatratlone. 

^^loura Hmidsomely printed. Art of Amuaing : A CoUaetlon o4 

Graceful Arte, GamUTrieksLl^aalaa* 

Rowlsy (Hon. HughV Works by: 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, to. 61. each. Hanky-Panky: V«y Baay Tdoks. 

Punlana: Riddles mnd Jokes. With "very Difflcilt TrEka.“to 
numerous lllustrationa Sleight of Hand. Bdlted by w. j£ 

Mora Punlana. Profusely lUuatrated. CaauBa. With soo Illustration 

Russell (CUtPl^Round the «» "w 

Oallay-Fira. By W.OLAaxRoa8xi,x., 

Autoor of “The Wreck of ' 

Grervaaor.'* Cr. 8vo, doth extn. 


Sala.— 'QaAllght and Daylight. 

By Gboeob Avovatue SaLas Post 
Ivo* Olustratod bos^ to. 



XIX. (1883). at k eaeh. Ambag tho 
aubjscta indudsd in itt pagas tful hm 
found ; Aquaria, Bees, Bsetlss. Birds* 
Butterflies, Ferns. Fisb, Plies, Fossils, 
Fungi, Geology, Lichena, Mieroseopes, 
Mosses, Moths, Reptiles, Bsaweeds, 
Spiders, Telescopes, Wud Flowsrs, 
Worms, &C. , 

**8eopet Out'* 8epl68, Tha: 

Crown 8to, doth extra, protnaely lUna- 
trated, 4s. 6d. each. 

The Secret Out; One Thonsaad 
Tricks with Cards, and otiiar Re- 


Engravings. 

The Pyrotsohniat’a Treasury; or* 
CoTOlsta Art of Making Fireworks 
By Thomas Kbhtibh. with numsiv 
ona IllustraUoDs. 

Tho Art of Amuoing : A CoUaetlon o4 
Graceful Arta,GamnTricksJ^asleB* 
and Charadea. By Paans BSLUtw. 
With 300 lUttattmOona. 


CsBUBS. With soo UluttratioBa. 
Tho Morry OIrolsi A Bodk of New 
IntdlsctnsfOsBMS and Amuss mont s. 
By CtABA Bsusnr* With bbsrf 







Seven Sagas (The) of Prehls- 

terto Man. By Jamrs H. Stoddakt, 

Author of "The village Life." Crown 

Svo, cloth extra, 6s. iShortly. 

Shakespeare : 

Tho Fli^t Folio Shakotponre.^Mit. 
William Shakbspbarb's Comediea. 
Historiefl, and Tragedies. Publisbed 
accordin^o the true Originall Copies. 
Loikdon, Printed by Isaac Iaogard 
and Ed. Bloumt. i6a3.»A Repro* 
daetioD of the extremely rare original, 
in reduced facsimile, by a photogra- 
phic process— ensuring the strictest 
accuracy In every detail. Small 8vo, 
half-Roxburghe, 78 . 6d. 

ThaLansdowneShakeapeapa. Beau- 
tifully printed in red and black, in 
amali out very clear type. With 
engraved facsimile af DaoBanouT’a 
Portrait Post Svo, cloth extra, 78 . 6d. 

•hakaapaai*a for Children: Tales 
from Shakeapeara. By Charles 
and Mary Lamb. With numerous 
lUnstrations, coloured and plain, bv 
J. Movx Smith. Crown 4to, clotn 
gilt, 68. 

Tha Handbook of Shakaapaare 
Mualo. Being an Account of 350 
Pieces of Music, set to Words taken 
from the Plays and Poems of Shake- 
speare, the compositions ranging 
from the Elixabethan Age to the 
present Tima. By Alfred Roffb. 
4to, half-Roxburgbe, 78 . 

A Study of Shakaapaare. By Alobe- 
MON Charles Swimbvrmb. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, Ss. 


Sidney’s (Sir Philip) Complete 
Poetical Worktiincludi ng all those in 
" Arcadia." With Portrait, Memorial- 
Introduction, Essay on tha Poetry of 
Sidney, and Notes, by the Rev. A. B. 
Grosart, D.D. Three Volt., crown 
Svo. cloth boards, 188 . 

Signboards : Their History. 
With Anecdotes of Famous Taverns 
and Remarkable Characters. By 
Jacob Larwood and John Camdbm 
Hottbh. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
with 100 Illustrations, 78 . 6d. 

Sims (Q. R.) — How the Poor 

Live. By Gborgb R. Sims. With 60 
Illustrations by Frederick Barnard. 
Large 4to, 18 . 

Sketchley. — A Match In the 
Dark. By Arthur Sketchley. Post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 8s. 

Slang Dictionary, The: Ety- 
mological, Histoi^cal, and Anecdotal. 
Crown Bvo, cloth extra, gilt, 88. 6d. 

Smith (J. Moyr), Works by : 
The Prinoe of Argolla : A Sto^ of the 
Old Greek Fairy Time. By JT. Moyr 
Smith. Small Bvo, cloth extra, srith 
X30 Illustrations, 8s. 6d. 

Talea of Old Thule. Collected and 
Illustrated bv J. MovR Smith. 
Crown Svo, cloth gilt, profusely Il- 
lustrated, 68. 








CHATTO » WIHDVTS, PICCADILLT. 


8palcllng^EllziLb«than Demon- 
ology: An EasM in lUostration of 
tbam^ in tba Ezistenca of Dairils, 
odd tha Powars poasaasad bj ^em* 
By T. Alfrcd SpALDxiaa, LL3. 
Cro#tt cloth extra, di. 


Speight. — The Myeteriee of 

Hopon C^ko. By T. W. Sraronr. 
With a rrontiapieca by M. Ellbm 
S nwAxna. Crown 8,vo, cloth extra, 
8i.i6d. ; poat Svo, illnatrated boarda, 2a. 


Spenser for Children. By M. 
H. Towar. With Illuatrationa by 
Walter J. Morgan. Crown Ato, with 
Coloured IlluBtrations, cloth gdt, 6a. 


Staunton.— Laws and Practice 
of Chaaa; Together with an Analyaia 
of tba Openings, and a Treatise on 
End Games. By Howard Staunton. 
Edited by Robert B. Wormald. A 
New Edition, small crown Bro, cloth 
extra, 6a. 


Stedman Victorian Poets: 

Critical Essays. By Edmund Clarbncb 
Strdman. Crown 8vo, extra, 9a. 

Sterndale. — The Afghan Knife: 
A Novel. By Robert Armitaob Stern* 
DALE. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 8 b. 6d. ; post 
Svo, illustrated boards, 28. 


Stevenson (R.Louls), Works by: 

Famniap Studies of Man and Books. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 68. 

New Arabian NIghta. New and 
Cheaper Edit. Cr.Svo, cloth extra, 68. 
Tha Silverado Squattara : Sketches 
from a Californian Mountain. With 
Frontispiece. Cr.Svo, cloth extra, 68. 


St. John. — A Levantine Family. 
By Bayle St.John. Post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, Iw. 


Stoddard. — Summer Cruising 
In tha South Saaa. By Charles 
Waekbn Stodoaed. lUnstratad by 
Wazxis Maceat. Crown Svo, cloth 
sitrE,8a.ed. 

St. Pierre.— Paul and Virginia, 
and The Indian Cottage. By Brr- 
HAEOtN DB St. PtBEEx. Edited, with 
UU, by the Rev. B. Clares. Poat 
Svo, ckKh limp, la. 


Stories fPom Foreign Noyel- 
tata. With Bodaea of their Lives end 
Wridaga By Helrh and Axoca 
FjWtotoM. 

svo, 6 I 0 UI enra, as. OB, LoeeniO'- 


Strutt’s Spdfts and Pastimes 
of the People Pf fingiand; iadedfaic 
tba Rural and Domesdo Rehreatlona, 
May Gamea, Mummerlea, Shows, Pro* 
oaaaiona, Pageants, and < teinpova 
Spectaclaa, from tba BarllOtt Period 
to tha Present Thna* With mo lUna- 
trationa. Edited by Willum Hohb. 
Crown Svo, doth extra, 7 a 6dL 


Suburban Homes (The) of 

London: A Residential Cnide to 
Favourite London Loealidee, their 
Social Celebritiea, and AteociathWA 
With Notee on their RentaL Ra^and 
House Accommodation. With a Ifap 
of Suburban London. Crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 7 a 6d. 

Swift’s Choice Works, in Ftoie 
and Verse. With Memoir, Pdrtrelt, 
and Facsimiles of the Maps in dm 
Origiuul Edition of ** GnlUver'a 
Travels.*' Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, TA 6A. 

Swinburne (Algernon 0.), 

Works by: 

The Queen Mother end Roeamond. 

Fcap. Svo, 6 a 

Atelante In Calydon. Crown Svo, SA 
Chaetelard. A Tragedy. Crown Svo, 
7 a 

Poems and Ballade. Fiest Serheb. 
Fcap. Bvo, 9a. Also In crown 8vo, 
at tame price. 

Poeme and Ballade. Second Ssana. 
Fcap. Svo, 98. Also in crown Svo, at 
same price. 

Notee on Poeme and RevlewA Svo, 
la. 

William Blake: A Critloal Basay. 
With Facsimile PaintingA Demy 
Bvo, 198. 

Songs before Sunrise. Crown Svo^ 
10a. ed. 

Bothweli: A Tragedy. Crown 9vo, 
12Aed. 

George Chapman : An Bessy. Crown 
Svo, 7b, 

Songa of Two Nations. Crown Svo, 

6a; 

Essays and StudloA Crown Svo, ISA 
Eroohthoifo: ATragedy. CiowdSvo, 

6a 

Noto of an CngReh Ropubfioeil on 
tha Mueoovlto Cmieink Svm li. 
A Note on CtiaHotto Brontp. Cfoim 
•vo,9a j 

A St^ Of SBOkfipaiuip,, ^ime 
9vp,li, , 

spnea^ the i s w w gM da e ii ^ 

Sl^tA 











BOOKS BUDUSKEO BY 


A,C,SmnumtfuV99m,c(mtiim4^ ThOtnIftHiPy (Walt«P), Woi4l» 
ttuiliM In Sonc. Crown 8vo, Ti. by : • 

Mnvy ttuartt A Tnfedy. CroWn Hnuntod London. Edited by Vo- 
8vo,8i. WABO Walfoki^ ld.A. With nine* 

Tpletrom of Lyoneeee, ud other ^tione by F. W. Fai««oi.t. F.S.A. 
Poeme* Crown 8vo,9e. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7i. 80. 


A Oontuiy of Roundelo. Small 4 to, 


Syntax's (Dp.) Thpse Tours: 
In Search of the Pietnreeque, in Search 
of Conwdation. and in Search of a 
Wife. Wi^ tne whole of Rowland- 
•oit's droll page Illuatrationiin Coloura 

a d a Lira of the Author by J. C. 

»TTXM. Mediom 8vo, cloth extra, 
78.80. 


Talns’s History of English 
Literature. Tranilated by Hxmxt 
Van Laun. Pour Volt., small 8vo, 
cloth boards, 80i.>-Poruzjkx Editiom, 
la Two Volt., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
18t. I 

Taylor'S (Bayard) Diversions 
of the Echo Club: Burlesques of 
Modem Writers Pott 8vo, cloth limp. 


Taylor’S (Tom) Hlstorloal 

Oramae: ^'Clancarty,*' ** Jeanne 
Date,** “*Twixt Axe and Crown, •» 
*'Tiie Fool’s Revenge," ” Arkwright’s 
Wife/* "Anne Boleyn, " Plot and 
Passion." One Vol., crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 7a 8d. 

The Plays may also be had sepa- 
rately, at U. each. 

Thaokerayana: Notes and Anec- 

dotea Illustrated by Hundreds of 
Sketohet by William Makbpxacx 
Tkackxxay. depicting Humorous 
Inoldents in his SenooMife, and 
Favourite Characters in the books of 
his every-day readmg. With Coloured 
Frontispiece. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 
78. ed. I 

Thomas (Bertha), Novels by. 

Bach crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8i. 6d.} or 
poet 8vo, Ulnetrated boards. Is. 
Ciweelda. 

Proud Malele. 

The Vlolln-Pteyer. 


The Life and Correepondonoo of 
J. M. W. Turner. Founded npon 
Letters and Papers furnished by bis 
Friends and tallow Academicians. 
With numerous Illustrations in 
Colonrs, facsimiled from Tamer’s 
Original Drawings. Crown 8vo, oloth 
extra, 7s. 6d. 

Old Storlea Re-told. Post 8vo, cloth 
Ump, as. 6d. 

TaJee for the Mari nee. Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2i. 

TImbs (John), Works by: 

The Hletopy of Clube and Club Life 
In London. With Anecdotes of its 
Famous Coffea-houtes, Hostelries, 
and Taverns. With numerous ■lus- 
trations. Cr. Bvo, cloth extra, 7a 8A. 

Engllah Eeoentrloa and Eooen- 
tHoltlee; Stories of Wealth and 
Paahion, Delusions, Impostures, snd 
Fanatic Missions, Strange Sights 
and Sporting Scenes, Eccentric 
Artists, Theatrical Folks, Men of 
Letters, &c. With nearly so Illnsts. 
Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 7S. 8d. 

Torrens. — The Marquees 

Wellesley, Architect of Empire. An 

Historic Portrait. By W. M. Toa< 

REN 8, M P. Demy Bvo, cloth extra, 148. 

Trollope (Anthony), Novels by: 

The way We Live Now. With lUua- 
trations. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 
8s. 6d. post Bvo, illust. boards, 8i. 

The American Senator. Cr. Bvo, el. 
extra, Ss 6d , post Bvo, illust. bds . Ss. 

Kept In the Dark. With a Frontis- 
piece by J. E. Millais, R.A. Crown 
Bvo, cloth extra, Bs. 6d. 

Frau Frohmann, Ac. With Frontls- 
pieee. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 88. 8A. 

Marlon Fay. Cr. Bvo, el. extra, H. Id. 

Mr. Soarborough'a Family. Crosm 
8vo, clotb‘extra, is. 81. 

The Land - Leaguara. Three Veds., 
crown 8vo, 81s. 81. 


Thomson's Bosson sand Castle 
of IndolenoA WiA e Biographical 
nnlXrltiotl Inlmliiotion by Aixam 
C odiRpeiUMi aiM over so fine lUnatm- 
on 


Trollope(FpanoaBE.),WoPksby: 
Crown 8vOk cloth extra. Si. 81, each* 
Like Shlpo upon tho Son. 

MabePO P ro g reoo. 

Anna Furnooo, 






CHATTO ^ ^CCABltLY. 


•5 


Trplippe (T. A.)^Dtainond Cut 

Olamofid, and other Storiee. By 
TnoHAf ADOLtsiia Taoixon. Crown 
8vo, Oloch extra. Si. SdL; post Bvc^ 
illnatiatad boards, H. 
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BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 


Tab WAimm'B Libear?, eanHimtA^ 


Th« Stoiy of th« London Parko. 
By Jacob Larwood. With lUmu. 


London Ohorootoi*#. By Hsmrv May* 
HRW. Illustrated. 


Sovon Qonopatlonoof Cxaeutlonoro: 
Memoirs of the Sanson Family 
to 1847). Edited by Hbmry 
Samson. 

•ummep Cruising In the South 
Sena. By Charles Warren Stod< 
DARD. XAust. by Wallis Maceay. 


Warnsp.— A Roundabout Joup- 

ney. By Charles Dudley Warnbr. 
Author of “ My Summer in a Garden.'* 
Crown 8YOf cloth extra^ 6 b. 


Warrants, &o. 


Warrant to Execute Charles I. An 
exact Facsimile, with the Fifty-nine 
Signatures, and corresponding Seals. 
Carefully printed on paper to mitate 
the Original, as in. by 14 in. Price 2s. 

Warrant to Execute Mary Queen of 
Soots. An exact Facsimile, includ- 
ing the Signature of Queen Elisa- 
beth, and a Facsimile of the Great 
Seal. Beautifully printed on paper 
to imitate the Original MS. Price 2a. 

Magna Charta. An Exact Facsimile 
of the Original Document in the 
British Museum, printed on fine 

J ilate paper, nearly 3 feet long by 2 
eet wide, with the Arms and Seals 
emblaeoned in Gold and Colours. 
Price 6s. 


The Roll of Battle Abbey; or, A List 
of the Principal Warriors who came 
over from Normandy with William 
the Conqueror, and Settled in this 
Country. a.o. ' 1066-7. With the 
principal Arms emblaeoned in Gold 
and Colours. Price 6a. 


Westpopp.— Handbook of Pot- 
tery and Porcelain : or. History of 
those Arts from the Earliest Period. 
By Hodder M. Webtropp. With nu- 
merous Illustrations, and a List of 
Marks. Crown 8vo, cloth limp, 4s. 6(1. 


Whistlep V. Ruskin: Art and 
Art Critics. By J. A. Magnbill 
Whistler* Seventh Edition, square 
8vo, la 


White’s Natupal Hletopy of 

Salbome. Edited, wlBi Addltiona by 
Thouas Brown, F.L.S. Post 8vo, 
Ototh Ump, 2a 


Wilton (Dp. And pew, 

Works by: » 

Chapters on Evolution: A Fopnlsr 
History of the Darwlntsn and 
Allied Theories of Development. 
Second Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, with 259 Illustrations, 7g. 61. 
Leaves fkom a Naturallat'a Note- 
book. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 9a 6d. 
Leleure-TIme Stud lea chieSy Bio- 
logical. Second Edition. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, with Illustrations, 6i. 


Williams (W. Mattieu, F.R.A.8.X 

Works by: 

Science In Short Chapters. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

A Simple Treatise on Heat. Crown 
8vo, cloth limp, with Illnstration^ 
2a 6d. 


Wilson (C.E.).— Persian Wit and 
Humour: Being the Sixth Book of 
tlie Uabaristan of Jami, Translated 
for the first time from the Ori^nal 
Persian into English Prose and veMe. 
With Notes by C. E. Wilson, M.R.A.S., 
Assistant Librarian Royal Academy of 
Arts. C r. 8v o, parchment bi nding, 4s. 

Winter (J. 8.), Stories by : 
Cavalry Life. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 
8 b. 6d. 

Regimental Legenda Crown 8vo, 

cloth extra, Ss. 6d. 

Wood. — Sabina: A Novel. By 
Lady Wood. Post 8vo, illustrated 
boards, 2b. 


Words, Facts, and Phrases: 
A Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and 
Out-of-the-Way Matters. By Eliezbr 
Edwards. Crown Bvo, half-bound, 
12 b. 6d. 


Wright (Thomas), Works by : 

Caricature History of the Oeorgea 
(The House of Hanover.) With 400 
Pictures, Caricatuses, Squibs, Bsoad- 
sides, Window Pictures, &c. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

History of Caricature and of thf 
Qroteeque in Art, Literature 
Sculpture, and Painting. Profusely 
Illustrated by F. W. Fairmolt, 
F.S.A. Large post Bvo, cloth extra, 
78. 6d. 


Yates (Edmund), Novels by : 

Post tvo, illustrated boards IB. esmh. 
Castaway. 

The Forlorn Hope. 

Land at Laet. 



cHATTo 4 * wmnm, piecdimLY. 


tf 


NOVZSLS BY THE BEST AUTHOBS. 


NEW NOVELS at avery Library. 


All In a Gapdan Fair. By Walter 
Bbsant. Thrae Vols. 


Annan Watap. By Robert Buchamam. 
Three Vols. 

Famoy- Free, &o. By Charles Gibbon. 

Three Voia. [Shortly. 

Foptune’e Fool. By Julian Haw 
THORNE. Three Vols. 


Beatrix Randolph. By Julian Haw* 
THORNE. Two Vols. IShotily. 

Iona. E. Lynn Linton. Three Vols. 


The Way of the World. By D. Chris- 
tie Murray. Three Vols. [Shortly. 


Tha ForalMara. By B. C. PtiOB. 
Three Vols. 

Maid of Athena ByJuSTiNMcCARmr, 
M.P. With 12 IllNstratioiu by Frbsi. 
Barnard. Three VoU. 

The Canon’a Ward. By James Patm. 
Three Vols. [5Aeff|y. 

A New Collection of Btorlaa by 
Charles Reade. Three Vola 

[SAcrffy. 

The Land Leaguera By Antsomv 
Trollope. Three Vola 


THE PICCADILLY NOVELS. 

Popular Stories by the Best Authors. Library Editions, many Illustrated, 
crown 8vo, doth extra, 8a 6d. each. 


BY MRS. ALEXANDER. 

Maid, Wife, or Widow ? 

BY W. BBSANT & JAMES RICE. 
Ready-Money Mortiboy 
My Little Qlrl. 

The Case of Mr. Luoraft. 

Thie Son of Vulcan. 

With Harp and Crown. 

Tha Golden Butterfly. 

By Celia's Arbour. 

Tha Monka of Thelema. 

Twao In Trafalgar’s Bay. 

The Seamy Side. 

The Tan Yaara' Tenant. 

Tha Chaplain of tha Fleet. 

BY WALTER BBSANT. 

All Sorts and Conditions of Man. 
Tha Captains' Room. 

BY ROBERT BUCHANAN, 

A Child of Nature. 

God and tha Man. 

The Shadow of tha Sword. 

The Martyrdom of Madeline 
Love Me for Ever. 

BY MRS. H. LOVETT CAMERON. 
Deealvera Ever* 

Juliet’s Guardian. 


BY MORTIMER COLLINS, 
Sweet Anne Page. 

Transmigration. 

From Midnight to Midnight. 
MORTIMER & FRANCES COLLINS, 
Blacksmith and Scholar. 

Tha Village Comedy. 

You Play me False. 

BY WILKIE COLLINS, 
Antonina. New Magdalen. 

Basil. Tha Froxan Deep. 

Hide and Saak. Tha Law and tha 

The Dead Secret. Lady. 

Quean of Hearts. TheTwoDasttnIaa 
My MIeoallanles. Haunted Hotel 
Woman In White. Tha Fallen Leaves 
Tha Moonstone. JazabarsOaiightar 
Man and Wife. Tha Btaok Robe. 

Poor M lee Finch. Heart and Solanos 
Mlaa or Mra P 

BY DUTTON COOK, 

Paul Foatar’s Daughter. 

BY WILLIAM CYPLSS. 
Hearts of Gold. 

BY JAMES DS MILLS, 

A Castle In Spain. 

BY J. LEITH DSRtVSNT. 

Our Lady of Taara I Clroa^ UVM 



BOOgS PUBLISaJSD BY 


a8 

^tioADairy Novbls« eonHnufd— 

BY U, BBTHAU-EDWARDS. 
Fallela. ' | Kitty. 

BY MRS, ABNIB BDWARDES. 
Arohto LovtII. 

BY R. E. FRANCILLON. 
Olympift. I QuMn Cophatua. 
One by Ona. 

PREFACED BY SIR BARTLB 
FRBRE. 

Pandupang Harl. 

BY EDWARD GARRETT. 

Tha Capal Qipla. 

BY CHARLES GIBBON. 

Robin Olpay. 

Fop Lcusk of Oold. 

In Lova and Wap. 

What will tha WoHd Soy F 
For tha King. 

In Honour Bound. 

Quaan of tha Maadow. 

In Paatupaa Qpaan. 

Tha Flowap of tha Fopast. 

A Haapt'a Ppoblam. 

Tha Braaa of Yappow. 

Tha Ooldan Shaft. 

Of High Oagpaa. 

BY THOMAS HARDY, 

Undap tha Qpaanwood Traa. 

BY JULIAN HAWTHORNE, 
Gapth. 

Ellloa Quantin. 

Babaatlan StPoma. 

Ppinoa Saronl’a Wlf>. 

Daat. 

BY SIR A. HELPS, 

Ivan da Bipon. 

BY MRS. ALFRED HUNT, 
Thopniopoft’a Modal. 

Tha Laadan Caakat. 
SalfOondamnad. 

BY JEAN INGELOW, 

Fatad to ba Fpaa. 

BY HENRY JAMES, Jm^ 
Oonfidanoa. 

BY HARRIETT JAY. 

Tha Quaan of Connaught. 

Tha Dapk Oollaan. 

BY HENRY KINGSLEY, 
Numbar Savantaaa 
OakMiott Oaatta. 


PiccAoit.](.v Novels, eoniinniu^ 

BY S. LYNN LINTON, 
Patpiola Kamball. 

Atonamant of Learn Dundaa. 

Tha Wopid Well Loat. 

Under whioh LordP 
With a Silken Thread. 

Tha Rebel of tha Family. 

"My Love!" 

BY HENRY W. LUCY. 

Gideon Fleyoe. 

BY JUSTIN McCarthy, m.p. 

The Waterdale Nelghboura. 

My Enemy’s Daughter. 

Linley Rochfopd. | A Fair Saxon. 
Dear Lady Disdain. 

Miss Misanthrope. 

Donna Quixote. * 

The Comet of a Season. 

BY GEORGE MAC DONALD, LL.D. 
Pad Fabor, Surgeon. 

Thomas Wingfold. Curate. 

BY MRS MACDONELL. 
Quaker Cousins. 

BY KATHARINE S. MACQUOID. 
Lost Rose. I The Evil Eye. 

BY FLORENCE MARRY AT. 
Open ! Sesame I | Written In Flra. 

BY JEAN MIDDLEMASS. 
Touch and Go. 

BY D. CHRISTIE MURRAY. 
Life's Atonement. I Coals of Fire. 
Joseph’s Coat. Val Strange. 

A Model Father. Hearte. 

By the Gate of the Sea. 

BY MRS. OLIPHANT. 
Whlteladles. 

BY MARGARET A. PAUL 
Gentle and Simple. 

BY JAMES PAYN. 

Lost Sir Massing- High Splrlta 
bard. Under Ona Roof. 

Best of Husbands Carlyon’s Year. 
Fallen Fortunes, a Confidential 
Halves. Agent. 

Walter’s Word. From Exile. 

What HeCoat Her A Qrapa from a 
Less Blaok than Thom, 

We’re Painted. For Cash Only. 
By Proxy. Kit 2 A Memory. 



CHATTO WWDOS, PlCCAi)rLLy, 




PiccADiLLT Novels* 

BY B. C. PRICE, 
Valsntlmu 

BY CHARLES READB, D.CX. 

It Is Navel* Too Lata to IMancL 
Hard Cash. | Pag Woffington. 
ChHatIa Johnstone. 

Griffith Gaunt. 

The Double Marriage. 

Love Me Little, Love Me Long 
Foul Play. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. 

The Course of True Love. 

The Autobiography of a Thief. 

Put Yourself In His Place. 

A Terrible Temptation. 

The Wandering Heir. | A Simpleton. 
A Woman-Hater. | Readlana. 

BY MRS. J. H. RIDDELL, 

Her Mother’a Darling. 

Prince of Wales’a Garden-Party. 

BY F, W. ROBINSON, 
Women are Strange. 

The Handa of Justloe. 

BY JOHN SAUNDERS. 

Bound to the Wheel. 

Guy Waterman. 

One Against the World. 

The Lion In the Path. 

The Two Dreamera. 


PlOOADlLLT NoVILS, 

BY T, W. SPEIGHT, 

The Myaterlee of Heron Dyfca. 

BY R. A. STERNDAf^, 
Thd Afghan Knife. 

BY BERTHA THOMAS, 
Proud Malsle. | Creselda. 

The Violin-Player. 

BY ANTHONY TROLLOPE, 
The Way we Live Now. 

The Amerloan Senator, 

Frau Frohmann. 

Marlon Fay. 

Kept In the Dark 

Mr. Scarborough’s Family. 

BY FRANCES E. TROLLOPE, 
Like Ships upon the Sea. 

Anne Furness. 

Mabel’s Progress. 

BY T. A. TROLLOPE, 
Diamond Cut Diamond. 

BY IVAN TURGBNIEFF AND 
OTHERS, 

Stories from Foreign Novelleta. 

BY SARAH TYTLBR 
What She Came Through. 

The Bride’s Pass. 

BY J.S, WINTER. 
Cavalry Life. 

Regimental Legends. 


CHEAP EDITIONS OF POPULAR NOVELS. ' 

Post 8vo, lUnstrated boards, 28. each. 

(WiLKiB CoLLTNs'a NOVELS sod Bbsaet and Rice's Novels may alM Im had la 
cloth limp at 2s. 6d. 5 m, too, th* Piccadilly Novels, for Library EdUiom,^ 


BY EDMOND ABOUT, 

The Fellah. 

BY HAMILTON AIdA, 

Carr of Carriyon. I Confldenoee. 

BY MRS, ALEXANDER. 

Maid, Wife, or Widow P 
BY SHBLSLEY BEAUCHAMP, 
Qrantley Qranga 

BY W. BESANT & JAMES RICE, 
Ready-Money Mortlb^. 

^ With Harp and Crown. 

This Son of VuJoaa 
My Littio Girl. 

The Com of Mi*. Lueoaft 


By Bbsant AMD Rice, eontitnuA^ 
The Golden Butterfly. 

By Celia’s Arbour. 

The Monks of Thelema 
'Twas In Trafalgar's Bay. 

The Seamy Side. 

The Ten YearO* Tenant. 

The Chaplain of the Float. 

BY FREDERICK BOYLE, 
Camp Notes. | Savors Llfo. 

BY BRET HARTE, 

An Helroos of Red Opg. 
OabrWI Conroy. 

Tho Luok of Roaring Oaingb 



BOOKB FOBUMX^ BY 
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CaSAT PorVLAK NtfVBLt, toiOimua^ 
BY ROBERT BUCHANAN. 

Thm Shadow of tho Sword. 

A Child Of Maturo. 

BY MRS. BURNETT. 

8uff4|f Tim. 

BY MRS. LOVETT CAMERON. 
Doeolvora Ever. 

Jullet'e Querdlan. 

BY MACLAREN COBBAN. 

Tho cure of Soula 

BY C. ALLSTON COLLINS. 
The Bar Sinister. 

BY WILKIE COLLINS. 
Antonina. 

HMe and Seek. 

The Dead Seoret. 

Queen of Hearte. 

My MIeoellanlee. 

The Woman In Whita 
Tho Moonstone. 

Man and Wife. 

Poor MIse Finoh. 

Miss or Mrs. P 
The New Magdalen. 

The Frozen Deep. 

The Law and the Lady. 

Tho Two Deetinles. 

The Haunted Hotel. 

The Fallen Leavee. 

Jezebel’s Daughter. 

The Black Robe. 

BY MORTIMER COLLINS. 
Sweet Anna Page. 

Transmigration. 

From Midnight to Midnight. 

A Fight with Fortune. 

MORTIMER & FRANCES COLLINS. 

Sweet and Twenty. 

Franoea. 

Blaokemith and Scholar. 

The Village Comedy. 

Vou Play me False. 

BY DUTTON COOK. 

Leo. 

Pgul Foster’s Daughter. 

BY y. LEITH DERWENT. 

Our Lady of Teara 


CBBAif FoFolax Noiasdf t 

BY CHARLES DlCKEifS. 
Sketohes by Boz. . 

The Plekwiek Papers. 

Oliver Twist. 

Nicholas NIckleby. 

fly MRS. ANNIE EDWARDES. 

A Point of Honour. 

Arohle Lovell. 

BY M. BBTHAM-EDWARDS. 
Felicia. 

fly EDWARD EGGLESTON. 
Roxy. 

fly PERCY FITZGERALD. 
Bella Donna. 

Never Forgotten. 

The Second Mrs. Til lotion. 

Polly. 

Seventy flve Brooke Street. 

BY ALBANY DE FONBLANQUB. 
Filthy Lucre. 

BY R. E. FRANCILLON, 
Olympia. 

Queen Cophetua. 

One by One. 

BY EDWARD GARRETT. 

The Capel Girls, 

BY CHARLES GIBBON. 
Robin Gray. 

For Lack of Gold. 

What will the World Say P 
In Honour Bound. 

The Dead Heart. 

In Love and War. 

For the King. 

Queen of the Meadow. 

In Pastures Green. 

BY WILLIAM GILBERT. 

Dr. Austin’s Quests. 

The Wizard of the Mountain. 
James Duke. 

BY yAMES GREENWOOD. 
Dick Temple. 

BY ANDREW HALLWAY. 
Every Day Papers. 

BY LADY DUFFVS HARDY. 
Paul Wynter’e Sacrifice. 

BY THOMAS HARDY. 

Under the Greenwood Tree. 
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List of Books. 



About The Fellah : An Egyp- 

tian Novel. By Edmond About. 
Txanslated by Sir Randal Roberts. 
PostSvo, lllttstrated boards, 2i. ; cloth 
limp, 2a. 8d. 

Adame (W. Davenport), WorKe 

by: 

A OlGtioenry of the Ommn. Being 
a comprebensive Guide to the Plays, 
Playvnrigbts, Playera. and Play- 
houBM a« the United Kingdom and 
America, from the Earliost to the 
Present Times. Crown 8vo, half- 
bound, X2l 6d. [/o preparattoH. 

Latter-Day Lyrloa. Edited by W. 
DATBNroRT Adams. Post 8vo, cloth 
limp, fa. 6d. 

Quipa and Quiddities. Selected by 
W. Davenport Adams. Post 8vOb 
cloth limp, 2a. 6|d. 

" 'T - 

Advertlelng, A Hletopy of, from 
the Earliest Times. Illustrated by 
Anecdotes, Curious Specimens, and 

'Notices of Successful Advertisers. By 
Henry Sampson. Crown 8v(a whn 
Coloured Fronti^ece and lliustra- 
tiws, c loth tft,7a. id. 

Agony Column (The) of "The 
Timoa.** from iSoo to Edited, 
with an IntrodocUon, by Aligs Clay. 
Poti 8vo, cloth limp, bl. M. 

Aide ^Hainllt^, Wopke by: 
Carr of Osuwfyon. Post ave, Ulna* 
tratfd boards, la 

^ CowfWonoeo. M Ho, Ulttstrated 
boards, |r 


Alexander (Mpe.).-.Mald,WMi^ 

or Widow P A Romance. By 
Alexander. Post 8vo. Uloa tf s a a d 
boards, 2a. ; cr. 8vo, cloth estra, Ik M. 

Allen (Grant), Works by : 

Colin Clout's Calendar. Crown 9 yq 
cloth extra, ia. 

The EvoluMonlat at Largo. Crasm 
8vo, cloth extra, 6a. 

Vignettes from Nature. Cro4n 8vo, 
cloth extra, Sf. 


Arehitectural Stylet, A Hand- 
book of. Translated from the Carman 
of A. Rosenoarten, by W. Collett- 
Sardabi. Crown 8vo, cloth odfeta idtt 
639 lUustrRtions, 7a. M. 


Art (The) of Amusing: A Cdt- 

lection of Graceful Arts, Games, Tricks, 
Pussies, and Cbaradea. By Frane 
Bellbw. With 900 lllustrati^B. Cr. 
8v o, cloth extra, <a 68. 

Artemue Ward : 


Artemua Ward'a Worka : The Worka 
of CuAELEa FABEEk Beownb, bottor 
known at AKTEMOa Watn. WMl 
PoYtrait and Faeaimile. Crown tva 
cloth OEtra, 7a. 68. 


Ediled, with Prebee, by EnwAid P 
Himoiton. Crown 6vo.liL 

Fiomdapio^ Crown 8f^cMMMaiil 




Milton <John), Works fiy s 

iOnU«0f tbadrigiiaaii, CramiSvo, 
titolhttUfti Tl. Hi 

Sorltl UAi In th» Rdgn of Quaon 
AntMk Tuan fromOricmal Sourcea. 
with nawly loo XUMt ” 


^ Wsndeplnfi 


Whh nawly xoo lUoatt. New end 
cbHper Bd., cx. 8vo, oL extra, 7e.6d. 

Humour, Wit, and Satire of the 
Seventeenth Century. Withneerlv 
too Illustretione. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 7i. 61. 

■nglleti Carloature and Satire on 
Napoleon the FIret. With xm lllut* 
trationa from the Originals. Two 
Vola., demy 8vo. 88i. [/m preparation. 

Motspla: A Synopsis of the 


BolgnavXa for 1864. dttB 
SlSliM Monthly. XUnttrated,— Two 
New &rial Storlee will begiii in Bie 

i AHOART Numbar: "The Lovere 
Ireed,** by Mrs. Cashel Hoxy, IHtu* 
troted by P. Maohab; end "The 
Wearing of the Green,” by the Author 
of *■ Love the Debt.” In addition to 
other short stories, the Number will 
include a complete Story by Wilkis 
C oLLiMS, entitled "She Lovee end 
Llee.” 

Now ready, the Volume for Jolt 
to October, 1883, cloth extra, gilt edges, 
7a 61. ; Cases for binding Vote., 2s. each. 


BdLlzao’s “ Comedle Humaine " 

and its Author. With Translations by 
H. K. Walker. Post 8vo, cl.limp.2s. 61. 


Bonkers, A Handbook of Lon- 

^eion; together with Lists of Bankers 
'from xlm. By F. G. Hilton Price. 
Crown 8vo, cloth estra, 7s. 61. 


Bordsley (Rev. C.W.), Works by : 
Eiyilleh Surnames: Their Sources and 
Slgnilcatioos. Cr.Svo, cl. extra, 7s.6d. 
Curiosities of Puritan Nomoncia* 
ture. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 7a. 6d. 


Bennett (W.C.,LL.D.), Works by: 
A Ballad History of England. Post 
Bvo, cloth limp, 2s. 

Songs for Sailors. Post 8to, cloth 
limp, 2 b. 
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Cifi^ Ikunvug emHtnisd^ 

^ BY fVUAN JfiAWTHOHNf;, 

Qarth. 

. Ollee Qu«nt|n. 

$abwtlan Strome. 

BY SIR ARTHUR HELPS. 

Iv«n d(B BWn. 

BY TOM HOOD. 

A Qolden Heart. 

BY VICTOR HUGO. 

The Hunchback of Notre Oame. 

BY MRS. ALFRED HUNT. 
Thomleroft’s Model. 

The Leaden Caeket. 

BY JEAN INGELOW. 

Fated to be Free. 

HENRY yAMES, Jun. 
Confidence. 

^ BY HARRIETT JAY. 

The Dark Colleen. 

The Queen of Connaught. 

BY HENRY KINGSLEY. - 
Oakehott Caetle. 

Number Seventeen. 

BY E. LYNN LINTON. 
Patricia Kemball. 

The Atonement of Learn Dundee. 
The World Well Lost. 

Under which Lord P 
With a Silken Thread. 

The Rebel of the Family. 

“My Love!” 

BY JUSTIN McCarthy, m.p. 
Dear Lady Diedaln. 

The Waterdale Neighbours. 

My Enemy’s Ddughter. 

A Fair Saxon. 

LInley Rochford. 

Miss Misanthrope. 

Donna Quixota 
fly GEORGE MACDONALD. 
Paul Faber, Surgeon. 

Thomas WIngfbldj Curate, 
fly MRS. MACDONELL. 

- Quaker Cousins, 
fly KATHARINE S. MACQUblD. 
The Evil Eye. i Lost Rose. 

BY W. H. MALLOQK. 

The New Republlo. 


’CtttAv.flmniXAk Novclp, sse Nemd i i 
BY WLmENGM mAERYAT^ 
Openl Sesame t 
A Harvest of WHd Oats* 

A Little Stepson. 

Fighting the Air. 

Written In Fire. 

fly JEAN MIDDLBMASS. 
Touch and Go. | Mr. Dorllllieil. 
BY D. CHRISTIE MURRAY. 

A Life’s Atonement. 

A Model Father. 

fly MRS. OLIPHANT. 
Whiteladles. 

fly MRS. ROBERT 0»REILLY. 
Phflsbe’s Fortunes. 

BY OUIDA. 

LiBSA.Ky Editions of Ouida's NovbIkI 
may be had in crown 8vo, cloth extrSj a 
68 each. 

Held In Bondage. Pascarel. 
Strathmore. TwoLIttleWoeder 
Chandos. Shoes. 

Under Two Flags. Signs. 

Idalla. • Winter City. 

Cecil Castle Ariadne. 

malne. Friendship. 

Triootrin. Moti'A. 

Puck. Plplstrello. 

Folle Farine. . A Village Com- 

A Dog of Flanders. 1 n^uhe. 

BY JAMES PAYN. 

Lost Sir Massing' . Qwendoline’sHar 
berd. vast. 

A Perfect Tree* Like Father, LIIm 
sure. I Son. 


Bentinck’s Tutor. 
Murphy’s Mg^ter. 
A County Family. 
At Her Mercy. 

A Woman’s Vsn- 
geance. 

Cecil’s Tryst. 
Clyfikrds of ClyfTe 
The Family Soape- 
graoe. 

Foster Brothers. 
FouQd Dead. 

Best of Husbands 
Walter’e Wor< 
Halves. 

Fallen Fortunes. 
What He Coat Her 
Humorous Stories 


A Marine Reel* 
denoe. 

Married Beneath 
Him, 

Mirk Abbey. 

Not Wooed, but 
Won. 

£200 Reward. 

Lees Black than 
We’re Painted. 

By proxy. 

Un^ One Roof. 

High Spirlte. 

Cariyon’s Year. 

A Confidential 
A^nt. 

Some Privets 


Boots FohuStSD BY BSAtTO » 
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Chbap Popvlak Novels, eontinued— 
BY EDGAR A. POE. 

The Myatery of Marie Roget. 

BY E. C. PRICE. 
Valentina. 

BY CHARLES READE. 

It le Never Too Late to Mend. 
Hard Caah. 

Peg Woffington. 

Christie Johnstona 
Qrlfflth Qaunt. 

Put Yourself In His Place. 

The Double Marriage. 

Love Me Little, Love Me Long. 
Fioul Play. 

The Cloister and the Hearth 
The Course of True Love. 
Autobiography of a Thief. 

A Terrible Temptation. 

The Wandering Heir. 

A Simpleton. 

A Woman-Hater. 

Ileadlana 

BY MRS. RIDDELL. 

Her Mother’e Darling 

BY BAYLE ST. JOHN. 

A Levantine Family. 

. BY GEORGE AUGUSTUS SAL A. 
Qasllght and Daylight. 

BY JOHN SA UNDERS. 
Bound to the Wheel. 

One Against the World. 

Ouy Waterman. 

The Lion In the Path. 

The Two Dreamers. 

BY ARTHUR SKETCHLEY. 

A Match In the Dark. 

BY T. W. SPEIGHT. 

The Mysteries of Heron Dyke. 

BY R. A. STERNDALE. 

The Afghan Knife. 

BY BERTHA THOMAS. 
Cfaeetda. | Proud Malsle 
The Violin Player. 


Cnakp Popular Novels, coHiinued^^ 
BY WALTER THORNBURY. 
Tales for the Marines. 

BY T. ADOLPHUS TROLLOPE. 
Diamond Cut Diamond. 

BY ANTHONY TROLLOPE. 

The Way We Live Now. 

The American Senator. 

BY MARK TWAIN. 

Tom Sawyer. 

An Idle Excursion. 

A Pleasure Trip on the Continent 
of Euro|>e. 

BY SARAH TYTLER. 

What She Came Through. 

BY LADY WOOD, 

Sabina. 

BY EDMUND YATES. 
Castaway. 

The Forlorn Hope. 

Land at Last. 

ANONYMOUS. 

Paul Ferroll. 

Why Paul Ferroll Killed his Wife. 

Fcap. 8vo, picture covers, Is. each. 
Jeff Briggs’s Love Story. By Brlt 
Harte. 

The Twins of Table Mountain. By 
Bret Harte. 

Mrs. Gainsborough’s Diamonds. By 
Julian Hawthorne. 

Kathleen Mavourneen. By Author 
of “ That Lass o' Lowrie’s.*' 
Lindsay’s Luck. By the Author of 
“ That Lass o' Lowrie's." 

Pretty Polly Pemberton. By the 
Author of “ That Lass o* Lowrie’s.'* 
Trooping with Crows. By Mrs, 

PlRKlS. 

The Professor’s Wife. By Leonard 
Graham. 

A Double Bond. By Linda Villari. 
Esther’s Glove. ByR.B. Francillon. 
The Garden that Paid the Rent. 
By Tom Jerrold. 
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